
W hen husbands come home 
How to guardj against colds and sore throat 



C HILDREN :u school run considerable risk of 
infection, but it is as-'norhiiig compared to 
that encountered ‘by everv husbanJ 

Twice a day he rides in b.ullv ’entilajcd 
Cars, crowded with coughers — gen /s thtre 

All morning he works in an oterheated office, 
rushes out ijiro the cold to a rental ra led w ith 
people suffermt' Irom voids. sore hrojt or worse 
Uprws tha t. 

All day he talks over telephoics that others 
with nose ‘or throat in IcCtions hi\c used <r»//o 
flat. 

In view* of the facts, is it surprising that so nianv 
men -are ill hall the time w Itll Cl lid s, sore throat 
and similar injections'* 

('an you doubt the wisdom o^gdrgltng with full 
Strength Listcrinc not only on arjsing and before 



retiring, but on returning from work? 

Tor, as vou know, fulpstren^th Listerine. though 
safe and harmless to use, combats in lee t ion and is 
fatal to germs that cause it. 

Laboratory tests show thac ir kills even such 
stubborn disease- prod ng organisms as the Sta- 

phylococcus Aureus (pus) nd Bacillus Tvphosus 
fnphoid'i in counts ranging to 200.i\XLOX\ in IS 
seconds. AVc could not mike this statement unless 
we were prepared to prove it to the entire satt*l ac- 
tion of the medical profcssio 
Government. 



id the l\ 



During w inter weather sce s that all members of 
your family gargle frequently with Listcrinc. It 
may be the means of sparing them a dangerous 
siege of illness. Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A. 



Gargle, with Listerine The Safe Antiseptic 

K/7/s 200,000,000 germs in 15 seconds 





. Raised His Pay *4800’ After Reading 
ThisAmazing BookWhich Is NowFREE/ 

^ Based «jn the combined experience* of F. B.Englehardt, Chattanooga, Tenn.; A. P. 
Thompson, Sioux City, low*; Mather*. of E. Cleveland, Ohio, and many other*-' 




Caught in aJRut 



| wvrdrt I put up with it at Ion* at 1 did! Every 
Pay atai filled with nothin* but dead!/ routine 
^4 MLonotonout detail. No freedom or Indrpcn- 
pm. Ho chance to (ft out and meet people, 
travel. *or have intcr'citm* eaperience*. I wai 
Mtbke a co* In * bi* machine with poor pros- 
peettV ever bon* anythin* more. 



Paid Jutt enou*h to Veep «oin*— but never 
enough to entoy any of tha GOOD things of Ufa 
cvrry man DESERVES for hit family and him- 
aelf. Always economising and pinchm* pennies. 
Always wonderin* what I would do if I were 
laid off or lost my job. Always uitccrtain and 
apprrhrntive of the future. 



Desperate 

Rappeewd to *rt a look at the payroll one day 
aad was aatonishtd to ace what bi* salaries went 
ta the tales force. Found that talesman Brown 
■ode *100 a week— and Jenkins *11JI Would 
kart (ivtn my n*ht arm to make money that 
bit. but jttAr dreamed X had_ any "gift" for 



The Turning Point 

My first step was to wnta for a certain little 
book which a famous busmesr ceniut has called 
"The MOST AMAZING BOOK EVER PRIN- 
TED". It wasn’t a Very b<* book, but it ccr> 
tamly opened my ehf to thm*t I had never 
dreamed of— and proved lisa turning point of 
my entira careerl 



Stumbled across an article on taleimanship in • 
matahnr that cvenm*. Was surprised to dis- 
cover that talesmen were made and not "born’* 
at I had foolishly believed. Read about a forma* 
cowpuncher, Wm. Shore of California, making' 
ISIS in one week after learning the ins-aAd-outs 
of scientific salesmanship. Decided that if HE 
could do it. to could II 



known facts and accrcta 
that revealed the REAL 
WBfth \ TRUTH about the science 
of tcllin*l It wsin't a bit as 
\ I had ima*incd. 1 found 
Wk out that it was governed by 
^ umple rules and laws that 

w almoet AN Y man can mai- 
ler a* easily as he learned the alphabet. I even 
lamed how to to about lettin* into this ’’high- 
M pad of all professions". I found out eiactlf 
he* Mark Banchirvich of San Francisco’ waa 
naMed ta quit his *8 a week joS as a rest aurant- 
•arker and start making (IIS a week as a 
talesman: and how C. W. Birmingham of Day- 
•••.Ohio, lumped from (IS o week to S7SOO • 
rear — thric and hundred* ©f othcrsl It ccr- 
luaty was a revelation) 



Get Your Copy FREE 

Right now the book— "Tho Key to Master Salesnian- 
*hlp”— which b*nl*hed *11 my fears and trouble*, and 
showed me how to get started on the .road to *uc- 
ceaa and lndet>ondence— will be mailed a* a gift to 
a«y ambitious man. absolutely FREE. And since 
there Is no obligation, why not we for yourself what 
amazing fact* It contain*! Ju*t mail ,the coupon now 
for there is no better way in the world to invest a 
2-ceut htaupl I KNOWI 

Dept. C-792. N. 8. T. A. Bldg.. Chicago. III. 

»e a free copy of “The Key to Master Sales* 
of your training and Free Employment Sendee. 



National 8alt«m*fl'a Training Ai 

Without obligation, please s« 
mazuhlp.’’ A l*o Include full dr 



Address 
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On Sale, the First Thursday of Each Month 
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Hie Clayton Standard on a Magazine Guarantees: 

fUi 4a statiaa ihn#a tn tbaa, Uunataf, WrU i hr siliwi af As day ng 

rs* Lsan* of Aatrfni 




■dltlsu appvrsd ^ i 

Tlsl t li aipriia an aulnfMlsrsd la llslsi shop* hr Ah 
rlkai ssak Aawadaa Jar awd ipal U* It rad a fair prall i 1 
rial n lalslUpsi M^Mnklp (wards tksir idfartlMsp pagt. 

' Iks alter Cleylew Mpdt arar 

AGE-HICH [MAGAZINE, RANCH ROMANCES, COWBOY STORIES, CUTES, fTVLUOVm) 
MONTHLY, WIDE WORLD ADVENTURES. ALL STAR DETECTIVE STORIES. FLYERS, ' 
RANGELAND LOVE STORY MAGAZINE, SKY-HIGH LIBRARY MAGAZDVL 
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Mvre t Than Two Million C 4 pits Required to Supply the Monthly Demand for Clayton Magasincs. 
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H. W. WESSOLOWSID 
Pointed in Water-colori from a Scene in " Brigands of "the Moon ." 



COLD LIGHT | CAPTAIN S. P. MBEK 

Horn Coni 4 a Human Body Bd Found Actually Splintered-*- Broken into Sharp Frag • 
mrnts Like n Shattered Glass I Once Again Dr. Bird Probes Deep into am Adtas- 
v tug Mystery. i 



BRIGANDS OF THE. MOO 



RAY CUMMINGS 



Bloc f Mutiny . and Brigandage Stalk the Spaceship Planetara as She Speeds to the 
Moon to Pick Up p Fabulously Rick Cache e\ Radium -ore. 



THE SOUL MASTER 



ftlLL SMITH AND R. J. ROBBINS » 



Desperately O'Hara Pldnged into Prof. Kelts Mysterious Mansion. For His Friend 
Skip Was the Victim > of the Eccentric Scientists De-astreHaing Experiment, and 
Faced a Fate More Hideous thm Death. 



FROM THE OCEAN’S DEPTHS SEWELL PEASLEB WRIGHT 37* 

I N 

Mon Came from the Sea. Mercer, by His Thought-telegraph , Lemma from the Weirdly 
Beautiful Ocean-maiden of a Branch that fletwrued There. 

Vandals of the star] a t. looce 

t 

A Livid Flame Flares Across Space — and Over Manhattm Hovers Tmrual , Vassal of 
Malfero, Lord of fir Universe, Who Comes with Ten Thousand Warriors to Rav- 
age and Sabjngate Dm More Planet for His Master. 




Easy as A-B-C to become a popular musician 
on any instrument this “no teacher ” way 



W and keep you from becoming a rtuhtr could make ft dearer or eaaicr. 

popular auiician? Haven't rou beard u •» n * . h 

that there a way of learning to play Goodbye BllieS 

jvu favorite instrument in a few Ihort Sooner than you rralixe jmu will be 
nocth*? Without taking leaaon* (com bringing cheer to the folka at with 

a teacher! Without paying expensive your playing. Gradually you gain con- 

ices! Without any tireaomc techiji r bdencc and professional exp real ion. Then, 
or dry-aa-duit exercises to struggle panica. popularity. orchestra vmrfc fob 

through— i way that hat been vouched low in iSr order. You'll know bow 

lor by over half-million people in all good it feel* to be pot of .the wall- 

paru of the world. Sower claas and into the whirl of thing* 

The U. S. School of Miaaic baa com- . . . to be able to provide muiical enjoy' 

pictely removed all the dj/fcculty, bore- m^pt for otben whenever you arc called 



■n order. You'll know bow 
feela to be pot of .the wall- 



do® and extravagance from muaic lea- upon, 
w It haa made the reading and The abun 
Hty^C of muilc ao downright aimple bring into 
that you don't have to know one note to snare. L 
hoe another to begin. 

It’s So Easy! Pick You loslnimeot 

Tour Own home is your Plan* Violin 

cudio. Hie come Oryan Clarinet 

to toj hr mall T\*-» Ukulele Flute 

Cornet Saxophone 

« complete print- Trombone Harp 

•C Ibttructioni. diagrams. Piccolo Mandolin 

all muiic you need. Guitar Cello 

You ttudy with a smile Hawaiian 8teel Guitar 

hr instead of juar aealea pf^A^dlin 

kara to play real Italian and 

wnei trom actual notej ftrrman Arrorrlinn 



good it feela to be pot of . _the wall- 
Bower claai and into the whirl of thing* 
. . . to be able to provide muiical enjoy 
mfpt for ocbera whenever you arc called 



The abundance of joya that muaic can 
bring into anyone'* life ia now your* 
to aharc. Let the -time-proven and tested 
_________ U. S. School home-study 

” method help you *to in* 

created pleaauie and bnan- 
QSUUmeOl Cl4 l gain. Bear in mind 

Violin no matter which iaatru- 

Cjarinet ment you »elect — the cast 

K.. n e «i..o- of learning in each case 

Htfp p * will average the lame — 

Mandolin jwl * P* <Oilt 4 day! 



Moo from actual notg* 
fO* from the very &rti 
*■* on. And you're 
Mitt in hot water. First 
W *r* told how a thing 
■done, then ■ plcnira 
•W** you bow. then you 



Hawaiian Stool Guitar 
Sight Singing 
Piano Accordion 
Italian and 
German Accordion 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Competition 
Drum* and-Trapt 
Automatic Finger Control 
Banjo (Plectrum. S-String 
or Tenor) 



instrument in half the time and for Juat 
a fraction of what old alow methods coat. 
The booklet will also tell you all about 
the amazing new A*romartc Finger Co** 

trpl. 

If you really want to learn to play — if 
new friend*, good limes, social popu- 
larity. and increased income appeal to 
you— -talus 'this opportunity to make your 
dreams come true. Now! 9i$i the 
coupon and tend it before it'* too late. 
Inatrumoita supplied when needed, cash 
or credit, (f. 9. Sshool of Haste, SMS 
Bramswlfh Baildimg, Now York City. 



U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 

M93 Bnawttk BUg-. Now York City 

Plmaa maul m* your frto booh, "Kula 
lemmas In Your Own Home." with intro- 
dmxlco by Dr. Frmnh Crane. Fm Dwnoo- 
nraUm I run, and paitigilan row 
why pnjmani pUn-t 1 mb Intmad In lb* 
following (Dana; 



Ftm Mui Dm- 



Our wonderful IDua- 
t rated Free Book and our 
Free Demon* i rati cm Lea- 
aon explain all about this 
remarkable method. They 

[ i rove just how anyone can 
kam to play hi* favorite 
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ARE you pitting on the anxious bench wondering what will 
XJL happen to you if business slacks up? Are you one of 
the many small-salaried, untrained workers who are always 
the first to go when employers start cutting the salary list ? 

Why have this spectre of unemployment hanging over you 
all the time? Why not decide today that you are going to 
make yourself so valuable to your employer that lie can’t get 
along without you? 

You can do it if you really want to, right at home in sp are 
time, through the International Correspondence Schools. In 
‘just an hour a day you can get the special training that you 
must have if you are ever going to get — and keep — a real job. 

You're ambltlout, aren't you? And you get ahead? Then 

don't turn thl* page until you hare clipped The coupon, marked the 
lino of work you like, and mailed it to ffcrf nton for full particular!. 

Surely It In worth at lead a lae-cdPHlap to find out all about 
th* L C. 8. and wbat it can do for you. ^ 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 



INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 2120* E. Scranton, Penna. 

Without' cost or obligation, pleaae Mod j mo a copy of your book* 
let. "Whe Win* and Why.” and full pafth ub.ra About the cuur*p 
te/ore which 1 have miMked X in the hit belo.i . 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

I Architect QAutornobllc Mechanic 

Architectural Draftsman J Aviation Engines - V 

Building Foreman JPlufcber ami Steam Fitter 

Concrete Builder >| JPlutnbing Inspector 

Contractor and Rudder * J Foreman Pigmker 

Structural T>raftjunai» J Healing and Ventilation 

structural Engineer JShcvt-Mrtal Worker 

Electrical Engineer JKtrgm Engineer 

Electrical Contractor J Marine Engineer 

Electric Wiring 1 Refrigeration Engineer 

Electric Lighting JR. R. Positions 

Reading Shop Blueprint* j Highway. Engineer 

Telegraph Engineer J Chemistry 

w Telephone Work 1 Pharmacy 

G Mechanical Engineer )Coa| Mining Engineer 

□ Mechanical Draftsman 1 Navigation (J Aasavcr 

□ Machine Shop Practice J I rod and Steelwork, r 

□ Toolmaker JTexflle Overseer or SupC 

□ Patternmaker J Cotton Manufacturing ' 

□ Civil Engineer HWodlcn Manufaeturlng 

□surveying ami Mapping ] Agriculture □ Fruit Growing 

L Bridge Engineer J Poultry Farrmnr 

Ota Engine Operating □MaUietnaUcs □ Radio 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
□ Business Management QBualneta Correspondence 

□ industrial Management JHhok Card and Sign l* ttering 

Q Personnel Management jStetlography and Typing 

□Traffic Management J English 

□ Accounting and JClvU Service 

, •«' P. A. Coaching j Railway Mall Clerit 

JCoat Accounting JMaQ Carrier 

j Bookkeeping JOrane School Suhlert* 

j Secretarial Work j HI d> School Subject* 

J Spanish □ French JCartoonlng 

JSalramanablp J Illustrating 

J Advertising LJLumb r Dealer 



strength, springy rubber to as to ■ 
long wear and give the rwCtaBn 
neod for real muscle development 
alao get a pair of patented hand 
for developing powerful grip and 
arm*. 

We Include wall exercising 
which permit you to develop your 
arm. and l«r»--a r«*l b«mI. P £***“*; 



GUARANTEE 

All Cni*ader produce are rial 
glvo entire aat inaction or money tjark. 



CRUSADER APPARATUS CO.. 

Dept- 2089. 44 Parker A*e., Maplewood. N. J. 

I accept tour offer. Send me everything described 
tilmtlacmat by return mail. I will pay postman I. 
ivdfxo on arrival ll .s understood If I am iDCJ 
►at I -Bed aflw examlnallmt 1 can return the gooos 
will refund ray money- 

Note:— N* C. O. D. Or*«i to F*rei*n CountrlM er 



Address. 



Street 



Occupation . 

cJLZl/.C 



in Canada, tend thU itoupon to International 
Srkoolt Canadian, LirOitei, Montreal, Canada. 
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Most Amazing Insurance Offer 
Ever Made to Anyone Before! 

Now you need not fear the future! You need not fear that com- 
mon enemy — SICKNESS, nor the ever-present ihf of ACCI- 
DENT — for now practically anyonm^ who can apart 3 canto a day 
can take advantage of this almost unbelievable offer of America's 
Oldest and Largest Exclusive Health and Accident Ininranro Company. 

Let Us Send This Offer 



No matter how much insurance. £ou have now— you cannot 
honeatjy afford to paaa this opportunity. The North Ameri- 
can Accident Insurance Company is making this unheard of 
bargain proposition to gam tht acquaintance of many more 
thousands of satisfied policyholders. It already serve* more 
policyholders than any other exclusive health and accident' 
company’ in America. Therefore this advertisement is ad- 
dressed to every mati and woman between 16 and 70 years 
of age. 

10 Days^FRp Proteetfon 

No Rod tape — No obligation to buy anything 

Immediately upon receipt of coupon at bottom of this page, 
this company will *end all information, details, and APPLI- 
CATION BLANK. When you deceive this clear-cut, liberal- 
coverage policy, keep it for 10 days, examine it, compare it, 
put it to any test — arid during this time you are fully pro- 
tected according to the teim^ of this liberal policy, and 
backed by this company 1 ! reedrd of 43 years of successful 
operation. If you feel you caji afford to return the policy 
it will not cost you one cent. '< It will h^va been absolutely 
Free. This is the same polipy that is to-day protecting 
thousands upon thousands gf| men and women in every 
walk of life throughout America. , There is no red tape or 
“catch” in this proposition. It is simply a bona fide offer 
made possible only by this company’s widespread distribu- 
tion of its policies. 

MAIL the COUPON NOW 

SEND NO! MONEY 

Don't wall until this offer expires! or even too late for Ineursnce. 
Np matter who you are or where you are — this world-famous policy 
covering accidental death, many ccfmropn sicknesses, many common 
and unusual accidents, in the home, on street or sidewalk, Includ- 
ing automobile accidents — you wiD certainly say that this policy 
seems to be made lor you pecsonally. And then remember this 

C illcy le gtaaranleed by a fund of fnillions of. dollars ior the exclu- 
ve protection of policyholders. iOne week's benefit is far more 
than the cost to carry this policy a whole year. Thty coupon will 
bring full details of this extraordinary offer to you — but »ou must 
dc it Now! Don't wait for trouble to overtake you before you 
aw protected. I 



Eitire 

CmI 



Ycu 



Cash Benefits op to 

$ 10,000 

$ 10,000 

Loss of H s sfi, Feet or Eyesight 

tOC WEEKLY 
BENEFIT 

For Stated Sicknesses 

tOC WEEKLY 
BENEFIT 

For Stated Accidents 
Sp e ci al 

Automabile Clause 

Unusual Clause covers acci- 
dental loss of life from any 
cause, at any time, anywhere. 
Hospital Benefit — Doctor*‘'Fe« 
Benefit. Many other benefits 
to help you in time of need. 






No Physical 
Examination 

Anyone 16 to 70 yean 
accepted 

Policy in Full Force for 

ENTIRE YEAR 



No Duei 



No Assessn 



•MAIL COUPON TO-DAY 



“—I 

A 1 ! 



Beware of Imitations! [" UORTB AMERICAN ACCIDENT INSBRANCE CO. l^i-l 

The Norlh American Accident ln.4r.ncc Com. j 40 > WmlUch Bid*., Nmrll, Nw JerH*. 
psny, I he oldest end largest exclusive health 
and accident company, aland* irficonrfilionaiJjr 
behind this easily- understandable, v^orld-fnmous 
policy. You know exactly what every word 
means— every Word maans what itjsays. 



ai All Stats lassrai 



■ irpitsrrii | 



AGOfTS WANTED F0t LOCAL JTERJUTORT 



Gentlemen: 

Please send me all details of the "most amazing ^as- 
surance offer ever made to anjuna before." It is under- 
stood I am not obligated to buy anything. 

Name 
Address 

City and State. 



i 
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"The bodies had broken into 
pieces, as though they had 
bee» made of glass." 







Cold ,Ligh't 

By Capt. S. P. Meek 



u ^“>*ONFOUND it,. Carnes, I am 
M 'on my vacation I” 

%. j “I know it, Doctor, and I 
hate to disturb you, but' I 
felt that I simply had ^o.' 1 have one 
of the weirdest cases on my hands that 
I have ever been 
mixed up in and ' 

I think that you’ll How could ■ bu 
forgive me for actually iplinutcd- 

ealling you when S^STdJ.'bw* £ 

I tell you about. amuins 

it.” 

Dr. Bird groan- 
ed into the telephone transmitter. 

“I took a vacation last summer, or 
tried to, and you hauled me away from 
the best fishing I have found in yearfc 
to help you on a case. This year I 
Raveled all the way from Washington 



How could t human body-' bo found 
actually ipIlnUrcd — broken into * sharp 
fragment* like a shattered glass I Once 
again ^Dr. Bird probes deep into an 
% amaaing mystery « 



to San Francisco to getaway from you 
and the very day that ^gct here you 
are after me. I won’t have anything to 
do with it. Where are you, anyway?” 
“I am at Fallon, Nevada, Doctor. 
I'm Borry that you won’t help me. out 
because the case 
promises to be 
u, body b* found unusually inter- 

■broken into "thorp eating. ’Let me 

tbeo daup into >n at l ea8t te *l y<> u 

mjitcrj. about it.” 

. Dr. Bird groan- 
ed louder than 
ever into the telephone transmitter. 

"All right, go ahead and' tell me about 
it if it will ^relieve your mind, but I 
have given you my final answer. I am 
not a bit interested in it.” 

‘“That is quite all right, Doctor', I 
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| ASTOUNDING STORIES 



don’t expect you to toudj it. I hope, 
however, that you will bej able to give 
me an idea of where do' start. Did 
you ever ace a man's body broken in 
pieces?” 

”Do you mean badly smashed up?” 
“No indeed, I mean just what I said, 
broken in pieces. Legs snapped oS as. 
though the entire flesh had become 
brittle.”, 

“No, I didn’t, and neither did any- 
one else.” 

“I have seen it. Doctor.’ 

“Hooey 1 What had you bean drink- 
ing?" 

Operative Carnes of the United 
States Secret Service chuckle^ softly 
to himself. The voice of the famous 
scientist of the Bureau qf Standards 
plainly showed an interest which was 
quite at variance with his words. 

“I was. quite sober. Doctor, and so 
v/as Hughes, and we both sagr it.” 
"Who is Hughes?” 

"He is an ait mail pilot, one of the 
crack fliers of the Trail scontinental 
Airmail Corporation. / Let me tell you 
the Whole thing in order.” 

"All right, I have a fevy minqtes to 
spare, but I’ll warn you ^gain that I 
don’t intend to touch' the <age.” 

" I 

UIT yourself, Doctof, I have no 
O authority to requisition your ser- 
vices. 'As you know, .the A. C. has 
been handling a, great deal pf the trans- 
continental air mail with a ipretty clean 
record on accidents. The day before 
yesterday, a special plane left Wash- 
ington to carry two packages from 
there to San Francisco. ( ne of them 
was a shipment of jewels valued at a 
quarter of a million, consig led to'a San 
Francisco firm and the' ether was a 
sealed packet from the S V far Depart- 
ment. No one was supposed to know 
the contents of that packet , except the 
Chief of Sta& who delivered it to the 
plane personally, but rumors got out, as 
usual, and it was popularly supposed 
to contain certain essential features of 
the Army’s war £lans. This much is 
certain : The plane carried not only the 



regular T. A. C. pilot and courier, but 
also an army courier, and it was guard- 
ed during the trip by an armyf plane 
armed with small bombs and a machine- 
gun. I rode in it. My orders were 
pimply to guard the ship until it landed 
at Mills Field and then to guard .the 
courier from there to the Presiflio Of 
San Francisco until his packet was de- 
livered personally into the hands* of 
the Commanding General of the 'Ninth 
Corps Area. 

“The trip was quiet and monotonous 
until after we left Salt Lake City at 
dawn this morning. Nothing happened 
until we were about a hundred miles 
east of Reno. We had taken elevation 
to cross the Stillwater Mountains and 
were skimming low over them, ’my 
plane trailing the T. A. C. plane by 
about half a mile. I was not riaying 
any particular attention to the other 
ship when I suddenly felt our” plane 
leap ahead. It was a fast Douglas and 
the pilot gave it the gun and made it 
move, I can tell you. I yelled into 
the speaking tube and asked wl)at was 
the reason. My pitot yelled back that 
the plane ahead was in trouble. ‘ 

"As soon as it was called to my at- 
tention I could see myself that it wasn't 
acting normally. It watf losing eleva- 
tion and was pursuing a very erratic 
course. Before we could reach it it 
lost flying speed and fell into a spin- 
ning nose dive and headed for the 
ground. I watched, expecting every 
minute to see the crew make parachute 
jumps,, but they didn't and the plane 
hit the ground with a terrific crash.* 

"It caught' fire, of course?” 

“I^TO, Doctor, that ia one Of the 

II funny things about the ac- 
cident. It didn’t. It hit the ground 
in an open place free 'from brush and 
literally burst into pieces, but it didn’t 
flame up. We headed directly for the 
scene of the crash and we encountered 
another funny thing.. We almost froze 
to death.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Exactly what I say. Of course, it's 




CQLD LIGHT 
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pretty cold at that altitude .all the time, 
but this cold was like. nothing I had 
ever encountered. It seemed to freeze 
the blood in our veins and it congealed 
frost on .the windshields and made the' 
motor miss for a moment. It was only 
momentary and it only existed directly 
over the wrecked plane. We went past 
it and swung around in a qirclesand 
came back over the wreck, but we didn’t 
feel the cold again. 

"The next thing we tried to do was 
to find a landing place. That country 
is pretty nagged and rough and there 
wasn't a flat place for miles that was 
large enough to land a ship on. Hughes 
and I talked it over and there didn’t 
seem tobe much of anything that we 
could do except to go on until we 
'found a landing place. I had had no 
experience in parachute jumping and 
I couldn’t pilot tto plane if Hughes 
jumped. We swooped down over the 
wreck as close as we dared and that 
was when we saw the condition of the 
bodies. The whole plane was cracked 
up pretty badly, but the weird part of 
it was the fact that the bodies of the 
crew had broken' into pieces, as though 
they had been made of glass. Anns 
and legs were detached from the 
torsos and lying at a distance. There 
was no sign of blood on the ground. 
We saw all this with our naked eyes 
from close at hand and verified it by 
observations through binoculars from 
a greater height. .. 

“When we had 'made our observa- 
tions and marked the location of the 
wreck as closely as we could, we head- 
ed east until we found a landing place 
near Fallon. Hughes dropped me hcf? 
and went on to Reno, or to San Fran- 
cisco if necessary, to report the ac- 
cident and get more planes to aid in 
the search. I was wholly- at sea, but it 
seemed to be in your line and as I 
knew that you were at the St. Francis, 
I called you ujr” 

JT7HAT are your plans?" 

V V "I made none until I talked 
with you. The country where the 



wreck occurred is unbelievably wild 
and we' can’t get near it with any trans- 
> portation other than burros. The only 
thing that I can see to do is to gather 
together what transportation I can and 
head for the wreck on foot to rescue 
the packets and to.bring out the bodies. 
Can you suggest anything better?” 
"When do you expect to start?” 

"As soon as I can get my pack train 
together. Possibly in three or four 
horns." 

"Carnes, are you sure that those 
bodies were broken into bits? An arm 
of a leg might easily be torn off in a 
complete crash." 

“They were smashed into bits as 
nearly as I could tell. Doctor. Hughes 
is an old flier and he has seen plenty of 
crashes but he never saw anything like 
this. It beats anjAhing that I ever 
»saw." 

“If your observations were accurate, 
there could be only one cause and that 
one is a patent impossibility. I haven’t 
a bit of equipment here, but I expect 
that I can get most of the stuff I want 
freqp the University of California 
across the bay at Berkeley. I can get 
a plane a# Crissy Field. I’ll tell you 
what to do, Carnes. Get your burro 
train together and start as soon as you 
can, but leave me, half a dozen burros 
and a guide at Fallon. I’ll get pp there 
as soon as- I caq^and I’ll try to over- 
take you before you get to the wreck. 
If I don’t, don’t disturb anything any 
more than you can .help . until my ar- 
rival. Do you understand?” 

“I thought that you were on your 
vacation, Doctor.” 

"Oh shut up I Like most of my vaca- 
tions, thiB one will have to be post- 
poned. I’ll, move sb swiftly' as I can 
and I ought to be at Fallon to-night if 
I’m lucky and don't run into any ob- 
stacles. Burros are fairly slow, but I'll 
make the best time possible.” 

"I rather expected you would. Doc- 
tor. I can’t get my pack trqin together 
until evening, so I’ll wait for you right 
here. I’m mighty glad that you are go- 
ing to. get ip on it.” 
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S ILENTLY Came* and Dr. BJrd 
surveyed the wreck of the T.A1C. 
'plane. The observations of the secret 
service operative had been correct. Tne , 
bodies of the unfortunate crew am/ 
been • broken into fragments. T^JI 
limbs had not been twisted off as a 
freak of the fall but had been cleanly 
broken off, as though the bodies had 
suddenly become brittle and had shat- 
tered on their impact with the ground. 
Not only the bodies, but the ship itself 
had been 1 broken up. EJyen the clothing 
of the men was in pieces or had long 
splits in the fabric whose edges were 
as clean as. though they had been cut 
with a knife./ 

Dr. Bird picked up an arm which had 
belonged to the pilot and examined it.. 
The brittleness, if it had ever existed, 
was gone and the arm was limp. 

“No rigor mortis," commented the 
Doctor. "How long ago was the wreck ?” 
“About seventy-two hours ago.” 
“f^m-ml What about those packets 
that were on the plane ?” 

Carnes stepped forward and gingerly 
inspected, first , the body of the army 
courier and then that of the courier of 
the T.A.C. 

“Both gone, Doctor,” he reported, 
straightening up. 

Dr.-Bird’s face fell into grim lines. 
“There is more to thiB case than ap- 
pears on the surface, Cames,” he said. 
“This was Ao ordinary wreck. Bring 
up that third b^rro ; I want to examine 1 
these fragments a little. ;Bill,” he went 
on to one of the two guides who had. 
accompanied them from- Fallon, “you- ; 
and Walter scout around the- ground 
and see what you can find out. I espc; 
cially wish to know whether, anyone ‘ 
has visited the scene of the work.” 

T HE guides consulted a moment 
and started out. Cames drove up 
the burro the Doctor had indicated and 
Dr. Bird unpacked it. He’ opened a 
mahogony case and took from it a high 
powered microscope. Setting, the in- 
stalment up on a convenient rock, he 
subjected portions of the wreck, in- 



cluding several fragments of flesh, t» 
a careful scrutiny. When he had com- 
pleted his observations he fell into a 
brown study, from which he was 
aroused by Cames. 

“What did you find out about the 
cause of the wreck, Doctor^’ 

“I don’t know what to think. The 
immediate cause was that everything 
waB frozen. The plane ran into a belt 
of cold which' froze up thi' motor and 
which probably killed the crew instant- 
ly. It was undoubtedly the aftermath 
of that cold which you felt when you 
swooped down over the wreck.” 

“It seems impossible that it could 
have suddenly got cold enough to 
freeze everything jip'like that.” 

“It does, and yet I hm confident that 
that is what happened. It was no or- 
dinary cold, Cames; it was cold of the 
type that infests interstellar space; 
cold beyond any conception you have 
of cold, cold near the range of the ab- 
solute zero of temperature, nearly four 
hundred and fifty degrees below zero 
on the Fahrenheit pcale. At such tem- 
peratures, things which are ordinarily 
quite flexible and elastic, such as rub- 
ber, or flesh, become as brittle as glass 
and would break in the manner which 
these bodies have broken. An examina- 
tion of the tissues of the flesh shows 
that it has been submitted to some tem- 
perature that is very low in the scale, 
probably below that of liquid air. Such, 
a temperature would produce instant 
death and the other phenomena which 
we can observe.” 

“What could cause such a low tem- 
perature, Doctor?” \ 

"I don’t know yet, although I hope 
to'find out before we are finished. Cold 
is a funny thing, Cames. Ordinarily 
it is considered as simply the absence 
of heat; and yet- 1 have always %Bd It 
to be a definite negative quantity. All 
through nature we observe that every 
force has its opposite or negative force 
to oppose it. We have positive and 
negative electrical charges,, positive 
and negative, or north and south, mag- 
netic poles. We have gravity and its 




COLD LIGHT 



299 



opposite apergy, and I believe cold is 
really negative heat." 

“I never heard of anything like that, 
Doctor. I always thought that things 
were cold.be cause heat vpaa taken from 
them — not because cold was added. It 
sounds preposterous." 

**CJ UCHb the common idea, and yet 
I cannot accept it, for it does not 
explain all the recorded phenomena. 
You are familiar with a searchlight, are 
you not?” 

"In a general way, yes,” 

"A searchlight is merely a source of 
light, and of course, of heat, which is 
placed at the focus of a, parabolic re- 
flector so that alt~of the rays emanating 
from the source travel in parallel lines. 

A searchlight, of course, gives off heat. 
If we place a lens of the same size as 
the searchlight aperture in the path of 
the beam and concentrate all the light, 
and heat, at one spot, the fgcal poirjt of 
the lens, the temperature at that pdint 
is the same as the temperature of the 
source of the light, less what has bee nr, 
lost by radiation. You understand that, 
do you not ?” 

“Certainly." 

“Suppose that we place at the center 
of the aperture of the searchlight a 
small opaque disc which is permeable 
neither to heat nor light, in such a man- 
ner as to interrupt the central portion 
of the beam. As a result, the beam will 
go out in the form of a hollow rod, or 
pipe, of heat and light with a dark, cold 
core. This core will have the tempera- 
ture of the surrounding air plus the 
small amount which has radiated into 
it from the surrounding (Ape. 'If we 
now paBa this beam of light through a 
lens in order to concentrate the beam, 
both the pipe of heat and the cold core 
will focus. If we' place a temperature 
measuring device near the focus of the 
dark core, we will find that the tem- 
perature is lower than the surrounding 
air.^ This means that we have focussed 
or concentrated cold.” 

“That sounds impossible. But I can 
offer no other criticism.” 



U 'KT BVERTHELESS ’ H “ eJtp<ri '' 

AN mentally true. It is one of the 
facts which lead me to consider cold as 
negative heat. However, this is true of 
cold, as it is of the other negative 
forces; they exist and manifest them- 
selves only in the presence of the posi- 
tive forces. No one has yet concen- 
trated cold eicept in the presence o& 
heat, as I have outlined. How this cold 
belt which the T. A. C. plane encoun- 
tered came to be there is another ques- 
tion. The thing which we have to de r 
termine is whether it wad caused by 
natural or artificial forces.” 

“Both of the packets which the plane 
carried are gone, Doctor," observed 
Camps. 

“Yes, and that seems to add weight 
to the possibility that the cause was 
artificial, but it is far from conclusive. 
The packets might not have been on 
the. men when the plane fell, or some 
one may have passed later and taken 
them for safekeeping.” 

The doctor’s remarks were inter- 
rupted by. the guides. 

"Some one has been here since the 
WTeck, Doctor," said Bill. “Walter and 
I found tracks where two men came up 
here and prowled around for some time 
and then left by the way they came. 
They went off toward the northwest, 
and we followed their trail for about 
forty rods and then lost it. We weren’t 
able to pick it up again." 

“Thanks, Bill," replied Ihe doctor. 
“Well, Carnes, that seems to add more 
weight to the theory that the spot of 
cold was made and didn’t just happen. 
If a prospecting party had just hap- 
pened along they would either have 
left the wreck alone or would have 
made some attempt to inter tHe bodies. 
That cold belt must have been pro- 
duced artificially by men who planned 
to rob this plane after bringing it down 
and who were near at hand to get their 
plunder. Is there any chance of fol- 
lowing that trail?” 

“I doubt ^ it. Doc. Walter and I 
scouted around quite a little, but we 
couldn’t picji it up again." 
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“It there any power line passing temperature by the water bath. When 
within twenty miles of here ?” thp 'temperatures of the two junctions 

“None that Walter and I know of, are the same, the system ia in equili- 
-Doc.” / brium. When they are at different tern- 

“Funny I Such a device aB must have peratuses, an electrical potential is set 
been used would need power and lota up, which causes a current to flow from 
of it. for operation. Well, I’ll try my one to the other through the gal van o- 
luck. Carnes, help me unpack and set meter. The galvanometer consists of a 
up {he rest of my apparatus.” magnet set up inside coils through 

~ which the ' current I spoke of flows. 

W ITH the aid of the operative. This current causes the magnet to ro- 
Dr. Bir<j unpacked two of the tate and by watching the mirror, the 
burros and extracted from cases where rotation can be detected and measured, 
they were carefully packed and padded "This device is one of the most sensi- 
aome elaborate electrical and optical tive ever made, and is used to measure 
apparatus. The first w|s a short tele- the radiation from distant stars. Cur- 
scope of large diameter which ha ' tents as small as .OOQ0OQ OpOOpOOpoO^ 
mounted. on a base in such a manner' yl00<}po<jp01 ampere have been detected 
that it could be elevated or depressed Vand measured. This particular inBtru- 
and rotated in any direction. At the; jnent is not that sensitive to begin with, 
focal point of the telescope was fast- ''and has its sensitivity further reduced 
ened a small knot of wire from which "by having a high resistance in One of 
one lead ran to the main piece of ap- sj?e leads.” 

paratus, which he sat on a flat rock. “What are you going to uie it for?* 

Yhe other lead from the wire knot ran “I am going to try to locate some- 

into a sealed container surrounded by whede in these hills a patch of local 
a water bath under which a spirit lamp cold. It may not work, but I have' 
burned. From the container another hopes. If you will manipulate the tele- 
lead led to the main apparatus. This scope so as to search the hills around 
main piece consisted of a series of wire here, I will watch the galvanometer.” 
coils mounted on a frame and attached 

to the two leads. The doctor took from ■/' QR several rpinutes Carnes swung 
a padded case a tiny magnet suspended X 1 ' the telescope around. Twice Dr. 
on,a piece of wire of exceedingly small Bird stopped him and decreased the 
diameter which he fastened in place in- sensitiveness of his instrument by in- 
side the coils. , Cemented to the magnet troducing more resistance in the lines 
was aainy mirrof. in order to keep the magnet from twist- 

“Wbat is that apparatus?" asked ing dear around, due to the fluctua- 
Cames as the doctor finished his setup tions in the heats received on account 
and surveyed it with satisfaction. pf the varying conditions of reflection. 

“Merely a thermocouple attached to As Carnes swung the telescope again, 
a D’Arsonval galvanometer,” replied the magnet swung around sharply, 
the doctor. “This large, squat tele- nearly to a right angle to its fora*.' 
scope catches and concentrates on the position. \ 

thermocouple and the galvanometer “Stop I” cried the doctor. “Read your 

registers the temperature.” azimuth.” 

“You’re out of my depth. What is a y Carnes r^ad.the compass bearing on 
thermocouple?" 'the protractor attached to the frame 

“A juncture of two wires made of which supported • the telescope. Dr. 
dissimilar metals, iir this case of plati- Bird took a pair of binoculars and 
num and oj platinum-iridium alloy, looked long and earnestly in the indi- 
There .is another similar junction in cated direction. With a sigh he laid 
this case, which is kept at a. constant down the glassed. ' . 
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*1 can't ace a thing, Carnesy," he 
■aid. "Well have to move over to the 
next creat&nd make a new setup. Plant 
a rod on the hill so that we cai) get an 
azimuth bearing and get the airline 
distance with a range finder." ’ 

On the hilltop which Dr. Bird had 
pointed odt the apparatus was again set 
up. For Beveral minutes Carnes swept . 
the hills before an exclamation from 
the doctor told him to pause. He read 
the new azimuth, and the doctor laid*' 
off the two readings on a sheet of paper 
with a protractor and made a few cal- 
culations. 

“I don’t know,” he said reflectively 
when he had finished his computations. 
"This darned instrument is still so sen- 
sitive that you may have merely fo- 
cused on a deep shadow or a cold 
spring or something of that sort, but 
the magnet kicked clear around and it 
may mean that we have located what 
we are looking for. It should be about 
two miles away and almost due west of 
here.” ' 

"There is no spring that I know of, 
Doc, and I think I know of every water 
hole in this country,” remarked Bill. 

"There could hardly be a spring at 
this elevation, anyway,” replied the' 
doctor. “Maybe it is what we are seek- 
ing. We’ll start out in that direction, 
anyway. Bill, you had better take the 
lead, for you know the country. Spread 
out a little so that we won’t be too 
bunched if anything happens.” ^ 

V 

F OR three-quarters of an hour the 
little group of men made thpir 
way through the wilderness in the di- 
rection indicated by the doctor. Pres- 
ently Bill, who was in the lead, held up 
his hand with a warning gesture. The 
other three closed up as rapidly as 
cautious progress would allow. 

"What is it, Bill?” asked the doctor 
in an undertone. 

“Slip up ahead and look ' over that 
crest.” 1 

The doctor obeyed instructions. As 
he glanced over he gave vent to a low 
whistle of surprise and motioned for 



Carnes to join h&p. The operative 
crawled up and glanced over the crest. 
In a hollow before them was a crude 
one-storied house, and erected on an 
open space before it was a massive 
piece of apparatus. It codsisted of a 
number of huge metallic I cylinders, 
from which lines ran to a silvery con- 
. cave mirror mounted -on an elaborate 
, frame which would allow it to be ro- 
tated so as to point in any direction. 

“What is it?” whispered Carnes. 

“Some kind of a projector,” muttered 
the dioctor. “ l never saw one quite like 
it, but it is meant to project something. 
I can’t make out the curve/of that mir- 
ror. It isn’t a parabola and it isn’t an 
ellipse. It must be a high degree sub- 
catenary or else built on a transcenden- 
tal function.” 

He raised himself to get a clearer 
view, and as he did so a puff of smoke 
came from the house, to be followed in 
a moment by a sharp crack as a bullet 
flattened itself a few inches from his 
head. The doctor tumbled back over 
the crest out of sight of the house. Bill 
and Walter hurried forward, their 
rifles held ready for action. 

“Get out on the flanks, men,” 'directed 
the doctor. “The man we want is in a 
house in tlpt hollow. He’s armed, and 
he means business.” 

B ILL and Walter crawled under 
the shelter of the rocks to a short 
distance away and then, rifles ready, 
advanced to the attack. A report came 
from the hollow and a bullet whined 
overkill’s head. Allhost* instantly a 
crack came from Walter’s rifle and 
splinters flew from the building in the 
hollow a few inches from a loophole, 
through which projected the barrel of 
a rifle. 

The rifle barrel swung rapidly in a 
circle and barked in Walter’s direc- 
tion ; but as it did so, Bill’s gun spoke 
and again Bplintera flew from flie build- 
ing. 

“Good workl” ejaculated Dr. Bird as 
he watched the slow advance bf the two 
guides. "1^ we just had rifles we could 
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join in the party, but it's a little far for 
effective pistol work. Let’s go ahead, 
and we may get close enough to do a 
little shooting." 

Pistols in hand, Carnes and the 
doctor crawled over the crest and 
joined the advance. Again and again 
the rifle spoke from the hollow and was 
answered by the vicious barks of the 
rifles in the hands of the guides, Cames 
anjl the doctor resting their pistols on / 
rocks and sending an occasional- bullet 
toward the loophole. The conditions of 
light and the moving target were not 
conducive to good mafkamanship on 
j the part of the besieged man, aqd none 
of the attackers were hit. Presently 
Walter succeeded in sending a bullet 
through the loophole. The rifle barrel 
suddenly disappeared. ' With a shout 
the four men rose from their cover and 
advanced toward the building at a run. 

L As they did so an ominous whirring 
sound came from the apparatus in front 
of the house and a sudden chill filled 
the air. 

“Back I” shouted Dr. Bird. “Back 
below the hill if you value your lives I" 

He turned and raced at full speed 
toward the sheltering crest of the hill, 
the others following him closely. I The 
whirring sound continued, and the con- 
cave reflector turned with a grating 
sound on its gears. As the path of its 
rays struck the ground the rocks be- 
came white with frost and one rock 
split with a sharp report, one fragment 
rolling down the slope, carrying others 
in its trail. 

W ITH panic-stricken faces the 
four men racul toward the shel- 
tering crest, but remorselessly the re- 
flector swung around in their direction. 
The intense cold .lumhpd the racing 
men,, cutting off their breath and im- 
peding their effortB for speed. 

“Stop I” cried the doctor suddenly. 
“Fire at that reflector! It’s our only 
chance!” 

He set the- example by turning -and 
emptying his pistol futilely at the 
turning mirror. Bill, Wajter and Carnes 



followed his example. Nearer and 
nearer to them came the deadly ray. 
Bill was the nearest to its path, and he 
suddenly stiffened and fell forward, 
his useless gun still grasped in his 
hands. As his body struck the ground 
it rolled down hill for a few feet, the 
deadly ray following it. His head 
struck a rock, and Carnes gave a cry of 
horror as it broke into fragments. 

-Walter threw his rifle to his shoulder 
and fired again and again at the rotat- 
ing disc. The cold had became intense 
and he could not control the actions of 
his muscles and his rifle wavered about. 
He threw himself flat on the ground, 
and, with an almost superhuman effort, 
steadied himself for a moment and 
fired. His aim was true, and with a 
terrific crash the reflector split into a 
thousand fragments. Bird stag- 

gered to his feet. 

"It’s out of order for a moment!” he 
cried. “To the house while we can !” 

As swiftly as his numbed feet would 
allow him, he stumbled toward the 
house. The muzzle of the rifle again 
projected from the loophole and with 
its crack the doctor staggered for a 
moment and then fell. Walter's rifle 
spoke again and the rifle disappeared 
through the loophole with a spasmodic 
jerk. Carnes stumbled over the doctor. 

“Are you hit badly?” he gasped 
through chattering teeth. 

“I’m not hit at ajl,” muttered the 
doctor. “I stumbled and fell just as he 
fired. .Look out I - He’s going to shoot 
again !’’ 

The rifle barrel came slowly into 
view through the loophole. Walter 
fired, but his bullet went wild!" Cames 
threw himself behind a' rock for pro- 
tection. 

T HE rifle swung in Walter’s direc- 
tion and paused. Ab it did so, from 
the house came a strangled cry and a 
sound as of a blow. The rifle barrel 
disappeared, and the sounds of a strug- 
gle came from the building. 

“Come on!” cried Cames aa he rose 
to his feet, and made his stumbling way 
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forward, the other* following N at the 
best speed which their numbedylimbs 
would allow. 

As they reached the door they were 
aware of a struggle which was gding on 
inside. v With an oath the doctor threw 
his massive frame against thedoor. It 
creaked, but the solid oak of which it 
was composed was proof against the at- 
tack, apd he drew back for another on- ' 
slaught. From the house came a pistol 
shot, followed by a despairing cry and 
a guttiiral shout. Reinforced by Carnes, 
the doctor threw his weight against the 
door again. With a rending crash it 
gave, and they fell sprawling into the 
cabin. The doctor was the first one on 
his feet. 

"Who are you?” asked a voice from 
one corner. The doctor whirled like a 
flash and covered the speaker with his 
pistol. * 

"Put them up r* he said tersely. 

“I am unarmed,” the voice replied. 
“Who are you?” ' 

“We’re from the United States Se- 
cret Service,” replied Carnes who- had 
gained his feet. “The game is up for 
you, and you’d better realize it.” 

“Secret Service I Thank God 1” cried 
the voice. “Get Koskoff — he has the 
plans. He has gone out through the 
tunnel I" 

“Where is it?” demanded Carnes. 

“The entrance is that iron plate on 
the floor.” 

Carnes and the doctor jumped at the 
plate and tried to lift it, without result. 
There was no handle or projection on 
which they could take hold. 

“Not that way,” cried the - voice. 
“That cover is fastened on the inside. 
Go outside the buildiiig; he’ll come 
out about two hundred yards norths 
Shoot him as he appears or he'll get 
away.” 

z The three men nearly tumbled over 
each other to get through the doorway 
into the bitter cold outaide. As- they 
emerged from the cabin the gaze of the 
guide swept the surrounding hills. 

“There he goes I” he cried. 

“Get him I” said Carnes sharply. ‘ 



Walter ran forward a few feet and 
dropped prone on the ground, cuddling 
the stock of, his rifle to his cheek. Two 
hundred yards ahead a figure was 
scurrying over the rocks away from the 
cabin. Walter drew in his breath and 
his hand suddenly grew steady as his 
keen gray eyes peered through the 
sights. Carnes and the doctor held 
their breath in sympathy. 

S UDDENLY the rifle Bpoke, and the 
fleeing man threw up his arms and 
fell forward on his face. 

“Got him,” said Walter laconically. 
“Go bring the body in, Carnes,” ex- 
claimed the doctor, “I'll take care of 
the chap iilside.” 

“Did you get him?” asked the voice 
eagerly, as the doctor stepped' inside. 

“He's dead all right,” replied the 
doctor grimly. “Who the devil are you, 
and what are you doing here ?” 

“There is a light switch on the left 
of the door as you come in,” waB the 
reply. 

Dr. Bird found the switch and 
snapped on a light. He turned toward 
the corner from whence the voice had 
come and recoiled in hprror. Propped 
in the corner was the body of a middle- 
aged man, daubed and splashed with 
blood which ran from a wound in the 
side of his head. 

“Good Lord I” he ejaculated. “Let 
me help you.” J 

“There’s not much use, T replied the 
man rather faintly. ,‘T am about done 
in. This face wound doesn’t amount to 
much, but I am shot through the body 
and am bleeding internally. If you try 
to move me, it may easily kill me. Leave 
me alone until your partners come.' 1 

« he doctor drew a flask of brandy 
a his pocket and advanced toward 
the corneiV 

B “Take a few drops of this,” he ad- 
vised. 

With an effort the man lifted the 
flask to his lips and gulped, down a lit- 
tle of the fiery Bpirit. A. sound of 
tramping') feet came from the outside 
and then a thud as though a body had 
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been dropped. Carnes and Walter en- 
tered the cabin. 

“He’s dead as a mackerel," said 
Carnes in answer to the doctor’s look. 
“Walter, got him through the neck and 
brdke his spinal cord. He never knew 
what hit him.” 

“The plans?" came in a gasping voice 
from the man in the corner. 

“We got them, too," replied Carnes. 
“He had both packets inside his coat. 
They have been opened, but I guess 
they are all here. ; Who the devil are 
you ?” 

“Since KoBkoff » dead, and I am dy- 
ing, .there is no reason why I shouldn’t 
tell you,” was the answet.^^lH/eave that 
brandy handy to keep up my strength. 

I have only a Bhort time and I can't re- 
peat. 

k 

_** to who I am or what I was, it 

i 1 doesn’t really matter. Koskoff 
knew me as John Smith, and it will 
pass as well as any other name. Let my 
past stay buried. I am, or was, a scien- 
tist of some ability; but fqrtune 
frowned on me, and I was driven (.ut of 
the world. Money would rehabilitate 
me — money will do anything nowadays 
— so I set out to get it. In the course 
of my experimental, work, I had dis- 
covered that cold was negative heat and 
reacted to the laws which governed 
heat.” 

“I knew that,” cried Dr. Bird; “but 
I never could prove it." 

“Who are you?" demartded Jotyn 
Smith. ' 

“Dr. Bird, of the Bureau of Stan- 
dards.” i 

“Oh, Bird. I’ve heard of you.V You, 
can understand me when I say that as 
heat, positive heat is a 'concomitant, of 
ordinary light, I have found that cold, 
negative heat, is a concomitant of colli 
light. Is my apparatus in good shapA 
outside ?” 

“The reflector is smashed." 

“I’m sorry. You would have enjoyed 
studying it. I presume that you saw 
that it was a catenary curve?” 

“I rather thought so." 



“It was, and it was also adjustable. I 
could vary the focal point from a few 
feet to several miles. With that ap-. 
paratus I could throw a beam of nega- 
tive heat with a focal point which I 
'copld adjust at will. Close to the' ap- 
paratus, I could obtain a temperature, 
almost down to absolute zero, but at the 
longer ranges it wasn’t so cold, due to 
leakage into the atmosphere. Even at 
two miles I could produce a local tem- 
perature of three hundred degrees be- 
low zero.” 

“What was the source of your cold?” 
"Liquid helium. Those cylinders 
contain, or rather did contain, for. I ex- 
pect that Koskoff has emptied them, 
helium in a -liquid state.” 

"Where is your compressor?" 

M T DIDN’T have to use one. I de- 
X veloped a cold light under whose 
rays helium would liquefy and remain 
in a state of equilibrium until exposed 
to light rays. Those, cylinders h^d 
merely enough pressure to force the 
liquid out to where the sun could hit 
it, and then it turned to a gas, dropping 
the temperature at the first focal point 
of the reflector to absolute zero. When 
I had this much done, Koskoff and I 
packed the whole apparatus here and 
were ready for work. 

“We were on the path of the trans- 
continental air mail, and I bided ay 
time until an especially valuable ship- 
ment was to be made. My plans, which 
worked perfectly, were to freeze the 
plane in midair and then rob the wreck. 

I heard of the jewel shipment the 
T.A.C. was to carry and I planned to 
get it. When the plane came over, 
Koskoff and I brought it down. The 
unsuspected presence of another plane 
upset us a little, arid I started to bring 
it down. But we had been all over this 
country and knew there wasy no place 
that .a plane could land, I let it go on in 
safety.” 

“Thank you,” replied Carnes with a 
grimace. ' 

“We robbed the wreck and we found 
two packets, one the jewels I was after, d 
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and the other a sealed packet, which 
proved to contain certain War Depart- 
ment plans. That was whtn I learned 
who Kqskoff was. I' had hired him in 
San Francisco as a fjood mechanic who 
had no principles. He was to get on<- 
fourth^dl the (jootr When we found 
these pMns, he told me who he was. He - 
was cAllyfo^ussian secret agent and 
hesWanted tX deliver the plans to Rus- 
sia. I may Be a thief and a murderer, 
but I am not yet ready to betray nfy 
couhrty. and I told him sq. He offered 
me almfast any price' for the plans ; but 
I wouldn’t listen. We had a serious 
quarrel, and he overpowered me and 
bound me. N 



"Not by , a long shot, it isn’t," ex- 
claimed Dr. Bird. “Where is that cold 
light apparatus of yours?" 

"In the tunnel.” 

"How do you get into it?” < 

“If you will open that cupboard on 
the wall, you’ll find . an open knife 
switch on the wall. Close it.” N 

i? 

D R. BIRD found the switch and 
closed it. As he did so the cabin 
rocked on its foundations and both 
Carnes and Walter were thrown to the 
ground. The thud of /detonation deep 
in the earth came to oieir ears. 

"What was that?” cried the doctor. 
"That,” replied Smith with a wan 
smile, “was the detonation of two hun- 



“TITE had a radio set here and he 

VV called San Francisco and sent 
tome code message. I think he was 
waiting here for some one to come. 
Had we followed our original plans, 
we would have been miles from here 
before you arrived. 

"He had me bound and helpless, as 
he thought, but I worked my bonds s 
little loose. I didn’t let him know it, 
for I knew that the plane I had let 
get away would guide a party here and 
I thought I might be able to help out. 
When you came and attacked the 
house, I worked at my bonds until they 
were loose enough to throw off. I saw 
Koskoff start my cold apparatus to 
working and then he quit, because he 
ran out of helium. When be started 



dred pounds of T.N.T. When you dig 
down into the underground cave where 
we used the cold light apparatus, yon 
will find it in fragments. It was my 
only child, and tfl take ' it with me.” 

As he finished his head slumped for- 
ward on his chest. With an exclamation 
of dismay Dr. Bird sprang forward andy 
tried to lift the prostrate form. 

In an agony of 'desire the Doctor 
tightendH his grip on the dying man’s 
shoulder. But Smith collapsed into 
a heap. Dr. Bird bent forward and 
tore open his shirt and listened at his 
chest. Presently he straightened up. 

"He is gone,” he said sadly, "and I 
guess the results of his genius have 
died with him. Hq doesn’t- strike me 
as a man who left overmuch to chance. 



shooting again, ,1 worked out of my 
bonds and tackled him. 

‘‘He was a better man than I gave 
him credit for, or else hfe suspected me, 
for about the time I grabbed him he 
whirled and struck me over the head 
with his gun barrel and tore my face 
open. The blow stunned me; and when 
I came to, I was thrown into this cor- 
ner. I meant to have another try at it, 
but I guess you rushed him too fast. 
He turned and ran for the tunnel, but 
as he did ad, he shot me through the 
body. I guess I didn’t look dead enough 
to suit him. You gentlemen broke open 
the door and came in. That’s all.” 



Carnes, is your caBe completed?" 

“Very satisfactorily. Doctor. I have 
both of tl|e lost packets." 

“All right, then, come back to the 
wreck and help me pack my burros. I 
can make my way back to ‘Fallon with- 
out a guide.” 

“Where are you going. Doctor?” 

“That, Carnes, old dear, is none of 
your blankety blanked business. . Per- 
mit me to remind you that' I am on my 
vacation. I haven’t decided yet just 
where I lam going, but I can tell yon 
one thing. It’s gping to be some place 
where ypu can’t call me on the tele- 
phone.” 




/ stood on the turret -balcony of the Pl<metara 
with Dr. Frank, watching the arriving passengers. 



Brigands of the Mooh 

(The Book of Gregg Haljan) 

BEGINNING A FOUR-PART NOVEL 

By Ray Cummingt ^ 



Foreword by Ray Cummings 



ings i th 
t if, dur- \yi 



the illustrious Father of our Country 



1 HAVE been thinking that if, dur- Should .have read it with consider- 
ing one of those long winter eve- able emotion. I do not mean what we 
nings at , Valley Forge, someone had call a story of science, or fantasy 



placed in 
George Washing- 
ton’s hands one 
of our present 
day best sellers, 



Black matin y and brifandage stalk the 
Space-ship PUneiara as aha speeds to the 
Moon to pick op a fabulously rich cache 



— juaj a, novel of 
action, adventure 
and romance. The 
sort of thing you 
pnd I like to read. 





but do not find amazing in any way at the villain in a transcontinental rail- 
all. way Pullman, and the hero sending 

But I fancy that George Washington frantic telegrams, or telephoning the 
would have found it amazing. Don’t train, and then chasing it in his air- 
you? It might picture, for instance, a plane. 

factory girl at a sewing machine. George Washington wquld have 
George Washington would be amazed found it amazing! 
at a sewing machine’. And the girl, And I aip wondering how you and I 
journeying in the subway to and frbm would feel if someone were to give us 
her work I Stealing an opportunity to now a booji of ordinary adventure of 
telephone her lover at the noon hour; the sort'wnich will be published a hun- 
going to the movies in the evening,- or dred and fifty years hence. I have been 
listening to a radio. And there might trying to imagine such a book and the 
be a ^limav, perhaps, with the girl and nature of its contents. 
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L ET us imagine' it together. Sup- 
pose we .walk down Fifth Avenue, 
p pleasant spring morning of May, 
2080. Fifth Avenue, no doubt, will be 
there. I don’t know whether the New 
York Public Library will be there or 
not. We’ll assume that fWis, and that 
it has some sort of books,.. printed, or in 
whatever fashion you care to imagine. 

The young man library attendant is 
surprised at our curiously antiquated 
aspect. We look as though we were 
dressed for some historical costume 
ball. We talk old-fashioned English, 
like actors in an historical play of the 
1930 period. 

But we get the book. The attendant 
assures us it is a good average story 
of action and adventure. Nothing re- 
markable, but he read it himBelf, and 
found it interesting. 

We thank him and take the book. 
But we find that the language in, which 
it is written is too strange for com- 
fortable reading. And it names bo many 
extramdinary things so casually I As 
^hougfl^^ogeM all about them.which 
We certm^BBa^l 

So we the kind-hearted 

librarian In tlrelanguage division. He 
modifies it to old-fashioned English of 
1930, and he puts occasional footnotes 
to help explain some of the things we 
might not understand. Why he should 
bother to do this f6r us* I don’t know; 
but let us assume that he dd^Br 

And now we take the <tasok home — 



in the pneumatic tube, or aerial moving ' 
sidewalk, or airship, or whatever it is 
we take to get home. 

And now that we are home, let’s read 
the book. It ought to be interesting. 



CHAPTER t 



Tells of the Grantline Moon Expedition 
and of the Mysterious Martian Who 
Followed Us in the City Corridor 



O NE may write about oneself 
and Btill not be an egoist. Or 
qo, at leaat, they tell me. My 
narrative went broadcast with 
a fair success. It was pantomimed and 



the public flashed me a reasonable ap- 
proval. And so my disc publishers have 
suggested that I record it in more per- 
manent form. 

I introduce myself, begging gTace 
that I intrude upon your busy minutes^ 
with my only excuse that perhaps I 
may amuse you. For what the com- 
mercial sellers of' my pictured version 
were pleased to blare as my handsome 
face, I ask yoir indulgence. My femi- 
nine audience of the pantomimes was 
undoubtedly graciously pleased at my 
personality and physical aspect. That 
I am “tall as a Viking of old” — and 
"handsome asa /young Norse God” — is 
very pretty taik in the selling of my 
product. But I ’deplore its jntrusion 
into the personality of this my re- 
corded narrative. And so now, for pre- 
face, to all my audience I do give 
earnest assurance that Gregg Haljan it 
no conceited zebra, handsomely striped 
by nature, and proud of it. 'Not ^so. I 
’am, I do beg you to believer^ very 
humble fellow, striving for your ap- 
proval, hoping only to entertain you. 

My introduction: My name, Gregg 
Haljan. My age, twehty-five. years. I 
was, at the time my narrative begins, 
Third Officer, on the Space-Ship Pl^e- 
tara. Our line Was newly established; 
in 2070, to be exact, following the 
modern improvements of thd artel 
Magnetic Levitation.* 

O UR ship, whose home port was 
Great-New York, carried mail and 
passenger traffic to and from both 
Venus and Mars. Of astronomical ne- 
cessity, our flights were irregular. This 
spring, with the two other planets both 
close to the earth, we were making two 
complete round trips. We had just ar- 
rived in Great-New York, this May 
evening, , from Grebhar, Venus Free 
State. With only five hours in port 



* As early as 1910 it was discovered that sn 
object magnetized under certain conditions 
was subject to a loss of weight, its gravity 
partially nullified. The Martel discovery ms* 
doubtedly followed that method. 
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here, we were departing the same night 
at the zero hour for Ferrok-Shahn, 
capital of the Martian Union. 

We were no sooner at the landing 
■tage than v I found a code-flash sum- 
moning Dan Dean and me to Divisional 
Detective Headquarters. Dan "Snap” 
Dean was one 'of my closest friends. 
He was radio-helio operator of the 
Planetara. A small, wiry, red-headed 
chap, with a quick, ready laugh and a 
wit that made everyone like him. 

The summons to Detective-Colonel 
Halsey’s office surprised us. Snap eyed 
me. 

"You haven’t been opening any treas- 
ury' vaults, have you, Gregg ?” 

"He wants you, also,” I retorted. 

He laughed. "Well, he can soar at 
me like a traffic switchman and my 
private life will remain my own.” 

We could not think why- We Bhould 
be wanted. If tyas the darkness of mid- 
evening when we left the Planetara for 
Halsey’s office. It was not a long trip. 
We went direct in the upper monorajl, 
descending into the subterranean city 
at Park-Circle 30. 

W E had never been to Halsey’s 
office before. We found ip, to be 
a gloomy, vaultlike place in one of the 
deepest corridors. The door lifted. 
"Gregg Hainan and Daniel Dean.” 
The guard stood aside, “dome in.” 
I own that my heart was unduly 
thumping aB we entered. The door 
dropped behind us. It was a small blue- 
lit apartment — a steel-lined room like a 
vault.' 

Colonel Halsey sat at his desk. And 
the big, heavy-set, florid Captain Car- 
ter — our commander of the Planetara 
— was here. That surprised us: we had 
not seen him leave the ship. ' 
Halsey smiled at us gravely. Captain 
Carter said, “Sit down, ladB.” 

We took the seats. There was an 
alarming solemnity about this. If I had 
been guilty of anything that I could 
think of, it would have been frighten- 
ing. But Halsey’s first words reassured 
me. 



"It’s about thp Grantlinc Moon Ex- 
pedition. In spite of our secrecy, the 
news has gotten out. We wqnt to know 
how. Can you tell us?” 

Captain Carter’s huge bulk — he was 
about as tall as' I am — towered over us 
as we sat before Halsey’s desfr. "If y^u 
lads have told anyone — said any- 
thing — let ilip the slightest hip 
it—” 



iip*~a£out 



Snap smiled with relief ; but he 
Jurned solemn at once. “I haven’t. Not 
a word I” 

"Nor have I,(’ I declared. 



T HE Grantline Moon Expedition! 

We had not thought of that. as a 
reason for this summons. Johnny 
Grantline was a close friend to us both. 
He had organized aii exploring expedi- 
tion to the Moon. Uninhabited, with 
its bleak, forbidding, airless, waterless 
surface, the Moon — even though so 
close to the Earth — was seldom, visited. 
No regular ship ever stopped there. A 
few exploring parties of recent years 
had come to grief. 

But there was a persistent rumor 
that upon , the Moon, mineral riches of/ 
fabulouB 'wealth were awaiting dis- 
covery. The .thing had already caused 
some interplanetary complications. The 
aggressive Martians would be only too 
glad to explore the Moon. But the 
U. S. W.* definitely warned them away. 
The Moon was World Territory, we 
announced, and we wpuld. protect it 
as huch. 

The threatened conflict between the 
Earth and Mars had come to nothing. 
There was, this year of 2079, a thorough 
amity between all three of the inhabited 
planetC It still holds, and I pray that 
it may always hold. 

There was, nevertheless, a realization 
by our government, that whatever riches 
might be upon the Moon should be 
seized at once end held by some reput- 
able Earth Company. And when Johnny 



) 

• "United States of the World,” which came 
Into being hi 2067 upon the centenary of the 
Yellow' War.'’ 
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Grantline applied, with his father’s wanted help or had any important n» 
wealth and his own scientific record sage, he was to flash' it locally to onr 
of attainment, the government w^s only passing ship. And this Snap knew, and 
too glad to- grant him its writ. had never mentioned it, even to me. 

Halsey was saying, “Well, we can’t 

T HE Grantline-' Expedition had blame you, but the secret is out." 

started six months ago. The Mar- Snap and I regarded each other, 
tian government had acquiesced in our What could anyone do? What would 
ultimatum, yet brigands have, been . anyone dare do? 

known to be financed under cover of Captain Carter said abruptly, “Look 
s governmental disavowal. And so the. here, lads, this is my chance now to 
expedition was kept secre^ talk plainly to you. Outside, anywhere 

My words need give no offense to outside these walls, an eavesdropping 
any Martian who comes upon them. lf~tay may be upon us. You know that? 
refer to the history of our earth only. One may never even dare whisper since 



The Grantline Expedition was on the 
Moon now. No word had come from it. 
One could not flash helios even in cojle 
without letting -all the universe know 
that explorers were on the Moon. And 
why they were there, anyone could > 
easily guess. 

And now Colonel Halsey was telling 
us .that the news whs abroad ! Captain 
Carter eyed us closely ; his flashing 
eyes under de white, bushy brows 
would pry a secret from anyone. 

“You’re sure? A girl of Venus, per- 
haps, with, her cursed, seductive lure I 
A chance word, with you ladB befud- 
dled by alcolite?” 

We assured him we had been care- 
ful. By the heavens, I know that I had 
been. Notra whisper, even to Snap, of 
the name Grantline in six months or 
more. 

Captain Carter added abruptly, 
"We’re insulated here, Halsey?" 

“Yes, talk as freely as you like. An 
eavesdropping ray will never get into 
these walls.” 

T HEY questioned us. They were 
satisfied at last that, though the 
secret had escaped, we had not done it. 
Hearing it discussed, it occurred to me 
to wonder why Carter was concerned. 

I was not aware that he knew of Grant- 
line’s venture. I learned now the reason 
why the Planetara, upon each of her 
voyages, had managed to pass fairly 
dose to the Moon. It had been ar- 
ranged with Grantline that if he 



that accursed ray was developed." 

Snap operffd his mouth to speak but 
decided against, it. My heart was 
pounding. 

Captain Carter went on, “I know I 
can trust you two more than anyone 
else under me on the Planetara — ’’ 
“What do you mean by that?” I de- 
manded. “What — ” 

He interrupted me. "Nothing at all 
but what I say.” 

H ALSEY smiled grimly. “What he 
means, Haljan, is that things are 
not always what they seem these days. 
One cannot always tell a friend from 
an enemy. The Planetara is a public 
vcssj^You have — how many is it, Car- 
ter? — thirty or forty passengers this 
trip to-night?” 

"Thirty-eight,” said Carter. 

“There are thirty-eight people listed 
for the flight to Ferrok-Shahn to- 
night,” Halsey said slowly. "And some 
may not be what they seem.” 'He raised 
his thin dark hand. “We have ipformaW 
tlon — ” He paused. "I confess, we know 
ahnost nothing — hardly more thin 
enough to alarm us.” 

Captain Carter interjected, “I want 
you and Dean to be on your guard. 
Once on the Planetara it is difficult 
for us to talk openly, but be watchfU. 
I will arrange for us to be doubly 
armed.” 

Vague, perturbing words! Halsey 
■aid, “They tell me George Prince is. 
listed for the voyage. I am suggesting. 




I 



BRIGANDS OF THE MOON 



311 



Hal j an, that you keep your eye espe- 
cially upon him. Your duties on the 
Planetara leave you comparatively free, 
don’t they?” 

“Yes,” I agreed. With the first and 
second officers on duty, and the cap- 
tain aboard, my routine was more or 
less that of an understudy. 

I said, "George Prince I Who is he ?” 

"A mechanical engineer,” said Hal- 
sey. “An under-official of the Earth 
Federated Radium Corporation. But he 
associates with bad companions — par- 
ticularly Martians.” 

I had never heard of this George 
Prince, though I was familiar with the ' 
Federated Radium Corporation, of 
course. A semi-government trust, which 
controlled virtually the entire Earth 
supply of radium. . 

"He was in the Automotive Depart- 
ment,” Carter put in. “You’ve heard of 
the Federated Radium Motor?” 

W E had, of course. A recent Earth 
invention which promised to 
revolutionize the automotive industry. 
An engine of a new type, using radium 
as its fuel. 

Snap demanded, "What in the stars 
has this got to do with Johnny Grant-, 
line?” 

"Much,” said Halsey quietly, “or per- 
haps nothing. But Geotge Prince some 
years ago mixed in rather unethical’ 
transactions. We had him in custody, 
once.- He is known now as unusually 
friendly with several Martians in New 
York of bad reputation.” / 

“Well — ” began Snap. 

"What you don’t know,” Halsey went 
on quietly, "is that Grantline expects 
to find- radium on the Moon.” 

We gasped. 

."Exactly,” said Halsey. “The ill-fated 
Ballon Expedition thought they had 
found it on the Moon some years ago. 
A new type of ore, as rich in radium, 
as our gold-bearing sands are rich in 
gold. Ballon’s first samples gave urani- 
um. atoms with a fair representation of 
ionium and, thorium. A richly radio- 
active ore. A lode of the pure radium 



is there somewhere, without doubt.” 

H E added vehemently, "Do you un- 
derstand now Why wejshould be 
suspicious of this George Prince^? He 
has a criminal record. He has a 
thorough technical knowledge of radi- 
um ores. He associates with Martians 
of bad reputation. A large Martian 
Compaityhas recently developed a radi- 
um engine to compete with our Earth 
motor. You know that? You know that 
there is very little radium available on 
Mars, and our government will not al- 
low our own radium supply to be ex- 
ported. That Martian Company needs 
radium. It will do anything to get 
radium. What do you suppose it would 
pay for a few tons of really rich radio- 
active ore — such- as Grantline may have 
found 'on tke Moon?” 

“But,”H objected, "that is a reputable 
Martian company. It’s backed by the 
government of the Martian Union.- The 
government of Mars would not dare—” 
"Of course not I” Captain Carter ex- 
claimed sardonically. "Not openly I But 
if Martian bgjgands had a supply of 
radium — I don’t imagine where'it came 
from would make much difference. 
That Martian Company would buy it.” 
HaUey added, "And George Prince,, 
my agents inform me, seems to know 
that Grantline is on the Moon. Put it 
all together, lads. Little sparks show 
.the hidden current. t 

"More than that : George Prince 
knows that we have arranged to have 
the Planetara stop, at the Moon and 
bring back Grantline's radium-ore. This 
is your last voyage this year. You'll 
hear from Grantline this tim^ we're 
convinced. He’ll probably givfyou the 
signal aB you pass the Moon on your 
way out. Coming back, you’ll stop at 
the Moon and transport whatever radi- 
um-ore Grantline has ready. The Grant- 
line Flyer is too small for ori trans- 
portation.” ^ 

H ALSEY’S voiM. turned grimly 
sarcastifc. "Doesn’t it seem queer 
that George Prince and a few of his 
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Martian friends happen to be listed as 
passengers for thiB voyage?” 

In the silence that followed, Snap 
and I regarded each other. Halsey 
added abruptly, 

"We had George Prince typed that 
time wp arrested him four years ago. 
I’ll show him to you.” 

He snapped open an alcove, and said 
to his waiting attendant, "Get me the 
type of George Prince.” 

The disc in a moment came through 
the pneumatic. Halsey, smiling wryly, 
adjusted it. 

"A nice looking feHow. Nicely 
Bpoken. Though at the time we made 
this he was somewhat annoyed, natur- 
ally. He|is older now. Twenty-nine, to 
be exact. Here he is.” 

The image glowed on the grids be- 
fore us. * His name, George Prince, in 
letters illumined upon his forehead, 
Bhowed for a moment and then faded. 
He stood smiling sourly before us as 
he repeated the official formula: 

"My name is George Prince. I was 
bom in Great-New York City twenty- 
five years ago.” 

I GA^ED at this life-size, moving 
image of George Prince 4 He stood 
somber in the black detentiqn uniform. 
A dark, almost a girlishly handsome 
fellow, well below mfidiCm height — the 
rod beside him showed five feet four 
inches. Slim and slight. Long, wavy 
black hair, falling about his ears.' 'A 
pale, clean-cut, really handsome face, 
almost beardless. I regarded it closely. 
A face that would have been feminine- 
ly beautiful without its masculine 
touch of heavy black brows and firmly 
Bet jaw. His voice as he spoke was low 
and soft ; but at the end, with the con- 
cluding words, "I am ii\nocentl” it 
flashed into strong masculinity. His 
eyes, shaded with long girlish black 
lashes, by chance met mine. “I am in- 
nocent.” His curving sensuous lips 
drew down into a grim sneer. . . . 

The type faded at its end. Halsey 
replaced the disc in its box and waved 
the attendant away. “Thank you.” 



He turned back to Snap and ma. 
"Well, there he is. We have nothing 
tangible against him now. But I’ll say 
this: he's a clever fellow, one to be 
afraid of. I would not blare it from the 
newscasters’ microphone, but if he is 
hatching any plot, he has been too 
clever for my agents.” \ 

We talked for another half-hour, and 
then Captain Carter dismissed us. We 
left Halsey’s office with Carter’s final 
words ringing in our ears. “Whatever 
comes, lads, remember I trust you. . . .” 

S NAP and I decided to walk a por- 
tion of the way back to the ship. 
It was barely more than a mile through 
this subterranean corridor to where we 
could get the vertical lift direct So the 
landing stage. 

We started off on the lower level. 
Once outside the insulation of Hal- 
sey’s office we did not dare talk of this 
thing. Not only electrical ears, but 
every possible eavesdropping device 
might be upon us. The corridor was two 
hundred feet or more below the ground 
level. At this hour of the night this 
business section was comparatively de- 
serted. The through tube sounded over 
our heads with the passing of its oc- 
casional trains. The ventilators buzzed 
and whirred; At the cross intersections, 
the traffic, directors dozed at their posts. 
It was hot and sticky down here, and 
gloomy with 'the daylight globes ex- 
tinguished, and only the night lights 
to give a dim illumination. The stores 
and office arcades -were all closed and 
deserted ; only an occasional night- 
light burning behind their windowB. 

Our footfalls echoed on the metal 
grids as we hurried along' 

“Nice evening,” said Snap awk- 
wardly. 

"Yes,” I said, “isn’t it?* 

I felt oppressed. As though prying 
eyes and ears were here. We walked 
for a time in silence, each of us busy 
with memory of what had transpired 
in Halsey’s officA. 

Suddenly Snap gripped me. “What’s 
that?” 
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“Where?" I whispered. 

W E stopped at a corner. .An en- 
tryway waB here. Snap pulled 
me into it. \ could, feel him quivering 
with excitement. 

“What is it?” I demanded in a whis- 
per- 

“We’re beirig followed. Did you near 
anything?” . 

"Nol” Yet I thought now I could 
hear something. Vague footfalls. A 
rustling. And a microscopic electrical 
whine, as though some device were 
near us. 

Snap 'was fumbling in his pocket. 
“Wait, I’ve got a pair of low-scale 
phones.” 

He put the little grids against his 
ears. I could hAr the sharp intake of 
his breath. Then he seized me, pulled 
me down to the metal floor bf the en- 
tiyway. 

“Back, Gregg I Get backt” I could 
barely hear his Whisper. We Crouched 
as far back into the doorway as we 
could get. I was armed. My official per- 
mit for the carrying of the pencil heat- 
ray allowed me to have it always with 
me. I drew it now. But there was 
nothing to shoot at. I felt Snap clamp- 
ing the grids on my ears. And now I 
heard something I An Intensification of 
the vague footsteps I had thought I 
heard before. , 

There waB something following us! 
Something out in the corridor there 
now! A street light waB nearby. The 
corridor was dim, but plainly visible; 
and to my sight it waB empty. But 
there was something there. Something 
invisible ! I coulji hear it moving. 
Creeping towards us. I pulled the 
grids off my ears/ 

Snap murmured, “You’ve got a local 
phone.” 

“Yes! I’ll get them to give us the 
Streep glare!” 

1 PRESSED the danger signal, giv- 
ing our location to the nearest oper- 
ator. In a second or two we got the 
light The street in all this neighbor- 



hood burst Into .a brilliadt ( actinic 
glare. The - thing- menacing us was re- 
vealed ! A figure in a black cloak, 
crouching .thirty feet away across the 
corridor. 

'Snap was oh his feet.- 'His voice rang 
shrilly, “There it is ! Give it a shot, 
Gregg!” 

Snap was unarmed, but he flung his 
hands out menacingly. The figure, 
which may perhaps not have been aware 
of our cipy safeguard, was taken wholly 
by surprise. A human figure. Seven 
f£et tall, at the least, and therefore, I 
judged, doubtless a Martian man. The 
black cloak covered his head. He took 
a . step toward us, hesitated, and then 
'fumed in confusion. 

Snap’s shrill voice was bringing help. 
The whine of a street guard’s alarm 
whistle nearby sounded. The figure was 
making off! My pencil-ray was in my 
hand and I pressed its switch. The tiny 
heat-ray stabbed through the glare, but 
I missed. The figure stumbledrbut did 
not falf, I saw a bare gray arm come 
from the cloak, flung up to mairitain 
its balance. Or perHaps my pencil-ray 
of heat had seared the arm. The gray- 
skinned arm of a Martian. 

Snap was Ihouting, “Give him an- 
other!” But the figure passed beyond 
the’ actinic glare and vanished. 

We were detained in the turmoil of 
the corridor for ten minutes or more 
with official explanations. Then a mes- 
sage from Halsey released us. The Mar- 
tian who' had been following, us in his 
invisible cloak was never caught. 

We escaped from the crowd at last 
and made our way back to the Plane- 
tara, where the passengers were already 
assembling for the outward Martian 
voyage. 

CHAPTER II 
'"A Fleeting Glance — ” 

1 STOOD on the turret-balcony of 
the Planetara with Captain, Carter 
and Dr. Frank, the Bhip surgeon,' watch- 
ing the arriving passengers. It was 
close to the zero hour: the level of the 
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stage was a turmoil of confusion. The 
escalators, with the last of the freight 
aboard, were folded back. But the 
stage was •jammed with the incoming, 
passenger baggage ; the Interplanetary 
customs end tax officials with their 
X-ray and Zed-ray paraphernalia and' 
the passengers themselves, lined up for 
the export inspection. 

At this height, the city lights lay 
spread in a glare of blue and yellow be- 
neath ub. The individual Jocal planes' 
came dropping like birds to our stage., 
Thirty-eight passengers fqr this flight' 
to Mars, but that accursed desire of 
every friepd and relative to speed the 
departing voyager brought a hundred 
or more extra people to crowd our 
girders and ^bring added difficulty to 
everybody. 

Carter was too absorbed in hiB duties 
to stay with us long. But here in the 
turret Dr, Frank and I found ourselves 
at the moment with nothing much to do 
but watch. 

"Think well get away on time, 
Gregg?” 

"No,” I paid, "And this of all voy- 

_ ___ »t 

ages — 

I checked .myself, with thumping 
heart. My tiiaughts were so full of 
what Halsey and Carter had told us 
thamt was difficult to rein my tongue. 
Yet here in the turret, unguarded by 
insulation, I could say nothing. Nor 
would I have dared mention the Grant- 
line Moon Expedition to Dr. Frank. I 
wondered what he knew ,of this affair. 
Perhaps as much as I — perhaps noth- 
ing. 

H E was a thin, dark, rather smallish 
man of fifty, this ship's Burgeon’, 
trim in his blue and white uniform. I 
knew him well : we had made several 
flights together. An , American — I 
fancy of Jewish ancestry. A likable 
man, and a skillful doctor and surgeon. 
He and I had always been good friends. 

“Crowded," he said. "Johnson says 
thirty-eight 1 . I hope they’re experienced 
travelers. This pressure sickness is a 
rotten nuisance — keeps me dashing 



around all night assuring frightened 
women they're not going to die. Last 
voyage, coming out of the Venus at- 
mosphere — ” 

He plunged into a lugubrious ac- 
count of his troubles with space-sick 
vqyagers. But I was in no mood to 
listen. My gaze was down on the 
spider incline, up which, over the bend 
of the ship’s sleek, Bilvery body, the 
passengers and their friends were com- 
ing in little groups. The upper deck 
was already jammed with them. 

The Planetara, as flyers go, was not 
a lerge* vessel. Cylindrical of body, 
forty feet maximum beam, and two 
hundred and seventy-five feet in over- 
all length. The passenger superstruc- 
ture — no more than a hundred feet long 
— was set amidships. A narrow deck, 
metallic-encl^ed, and with large bulls- 
eye windows, encircled the superstruc- 
ture. Some of the cabins opened di- 

I ie deck. Others had doors 
Jr corridors. There were 
imall but luxurious public 

of the vessel was given to 
torage and the mechanism 
Dmpartmenta, Forward of 
structure the deck level 
der the cylindrical dome- 
ow. The forward watch- 
tower observatory was here; officers’ 
cabins; Captain Carter’s navigating 
rooms and Dr, Frank's office. Similarly, 
under' the stern-dome, was the stem 
watch-tower and a series of power com- 
partments. v 

Above the superstructure a confu- 
sion of spider bridges, ladders and 
balconies were laced like a metal net- 
work. The turret in which Dr. Frank 
and I now 'stood was perched here. 
Fifty feet i away, like a bird’s nest, 
Snap’s instrument room stood clinging 
to the metal bridge. The dome roof, 
with the glassite windows rolled back 
now, rose in a mound-peak to cover this 
highest middle portion of the vessel. 

Below, in the main hull, blue-lit 
metal corridors ran the' entire .'length 
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of the ship. Freight storage compart- 
ments; gravity control . rooms ; th'e air 
renewal systems ; heater and ventilators 
and pressure mechanisms — all were lo- 
cated there. And the kitchens, stewards’ 
compartments, and the living quarters 
of the crew. We carried a crew of six- 
teen, this voyage, exclusive of the navi- 
gating officers, and the purser. Snap 
Dean, and Dr. Frank. 

T HE passengers coming aboard 
seemed a fair representation of 
what we usually had for the outward 
voyage to Ferrok-Shahn. Most were 
Earth people — and returning Martians. 
Dr. Frank pointed out one. A huge 
Martian in a gray cloqk. A seven-foot 
fellow. , 

“His name is Set Miko,” Dr. Frank 
remarked. "Ever heard of him?" 

"No," I said. “Should I?" 

“Well — ” The doctor suddenly 
checked himself, as though he were 
lorry he had spoken. 

“I never heard of him," I repeated 
•lowly. 

An awkward silence fell suddenly 
between us. 

There wcte a few Venus passengers. 
I saw one of them presently coming up 
the incline, and recognized her. A girl 
traveling alone. We had brought her 
from Grebhar, last voyage but one. I 
remembered her. An alluring sort of 
girl, as most of them are. Her name 
was Venza. She spoke English well. 
A linger and dancer who had been im- 
ported to Great-New York to fill some 
theatrical engagement. She’d made 
quite a hit on the Great White Way. 

She came up the incline, with the 
cnrier ahead of her. Gazing up, she 
law Dr. Frank and me at the turret 
window and waved her 'white arm in 
greeting. And flashed ns a smile® 

Dr. Frank laughed. "By the gods of 
the airways, there's Alta Venza I You 
•aw that look, Gregg ? That was . for 
me, pot you." 

“Reasonable enough," I retorted. 
"But I doubt it — the Venza was noth- 
ing If not impartial." 



I WONDERED what could be tak- 
ing Venza now to Mars. I was glad 
to qee her. She was diverting. Edu- 
cated. Well-traveled. Spoke English 
with a colloquial, theatrical manner 
more characteristic of Great-New York 
than of Venus. And for all her light 
banter, I would rather put my trust in 
her than any Venus girl I had ever met. 

The hum of the departing siren was 
sougding. Friends and relatives of the 
passengers were crowding the exit in- 
cline. The deck' was clearing. I had 
not seen George Prince come aboard. 
And then I thought I saw him down 
on the landing stage, just arrived from 
a private tube-car. A small, slight figure. 
The customs men were around him: I 
could only see his head and shoulders. 
Pale, girlishly handsome face; long, 
black hair to "the base of his neck. He 
was bare-headed, with the hood of his 
traveling-cloak pushed back. 

I stared, and I saw (hat Dr. Frank 
was also gazing down. But neither of 
us spoke. 

Then I said upon impulse, ‘'Suppose 
we go down to the deck, Doctor ?" 

He acquiesced. We descended to the 
lower, room of the turret and clambered 
down {he spider ladder to the upper 
deck-level. The head of the arriving in- 
cline was near us. Preceded by two 
carriers who were littered with hand- 
baggage, George Prince was coming up 
the incline. He was closer now. I 
recognized him. from the type we had 
seen in Halsey’s office. 

A ND then, with a shock, I saw it 
Was not so. ThiB was a girl com- 
ing aboard. An arch-light over the in- 
cline showed her clearly when she was 
half way up. A girl with her hood 
pushed back; her face framed in thick 
black hair. I Baw now it waB not a 
man’s cut of hair; but long braids 
coiled up under the dangling hoo4. 

Dri Frank must have remarked my 
amazed expression. 

"Little beauty, isn’t she?” 

“Who is sheW 

We were standing back against the 




316 



ASTOUNDING STORIES 



wall of the superstructure. A passenger 
was near us — the Martian whom Dr. 
Frank had called Miko. He was loiter- 
ing here, quite evidently watohing this 
girl come aboard. But as I glanced at 
him he looked away and casually 
sauntered off. 

The girl came up and reached the 
deck. “I am in A 22,” she told the 
.carrier. "My brother came aboard two 
hours ago.” ' 

Dr. Frank answered my whisper. 
"That’s Anita Prince.” f 

She was passing quite close to us on 
the deck, following the carrier, when 
she stumbled and very nearly fell. I 
was nearest to her. I leaped forward 
and caught her as she went down. 

"Oh I” she cried. 

With my arm about her, I raised her 
up and set her upon her fiet again. 
She had twisted her ankle. She bal- 
anced herself upon it. The pain of it 
eased up in a moment. 

“I’m — all right — thank youl” 

I N the 1 dimness of the blue-lit deck, 
I met her eyes. I was 'holding her 
with my encircling arm. She was small 
and soft against me. Her face, framed 
in the thick, black hair, smiled up at 
me. Small, oval face — beautiful — yet 
firm of chin, and stamped with the 
mark of its own individuality. No 
empty-headed behuty, this. 

"I’m all right, thank you very 
much — ” 

I became conscious that I had not 
released her. I felt her hands pushing 
at me. And then it seemed that for an 
instant she yielded and was clinging. 
And I met her startled, upflung gaze. 
Eyes like a purple night with the sheen 
of misty starlight in them. 

I heard myself murmuring,' “I beg 
your pardpn. Yes, of course P I re- 
leased her. 

She thanked me again and followed 
the carrier along the deck. She was 
limping slightly from the twisted ankle. 

An instant, while she had clung to 
me — jnd 1 had held her. A brief flash ] 
of something, from her eyes to mini 



from' mine back to hers. The poet* 
write that love can be bom of such ■ 
glance. The first meeting, across all 
the barriers of which love springs un- 
j sought, unbidden — defiant, sometimes, 
i And the troubadours of old would 
j sing: “A fleeting glance; a touch; two 
wildly beating hearts — and love was 
! bom.” 

| I think, with Anita and me, it must 

1 have been like that 

I stood gazing after her, unconscious 
of Dr. Frank, who was watching me 
with his humorouB smile. And pres- 
ently, no more than a quarter beyond 
the zero hour, the Planetara got away. 
With the dome-windows battened 
tightly, we lifted from the landing 
stage and soared over the glowing city. 
The phosphorescence of the electronic 
tubes was like a comet’s tail behind us 
t as we slid upward. f 

At the trinight hour the heat of our 
atmospheric passage was over. The 
; passengers had all retired. The ship 
j was quiet, with empty decks and dim, 
I silent corridors. Vjbrationless, with 
j the electronic engines cut off and only 
the hum of the Martel magnetizers to 
break the unnatural stillness. We were 
, well beyond the earth’s atmosphere, 

! heading out in the cone-path of the 
| earth’s shadow, in the direction of the 
! moon. 

f CHAPTER III 

In the Helio-room 

A T six A. M., earth Eastern time, 
which we were still carrying, 

; Snap Dean and I were aJLpne in b>> in- 
! ttrument room, perched in the network 
j^over the' Planetara’s? deck. The bulge 
I df the dome enclosed us; it rounded 
; (Ike a great observatory wiqdow some 
! twenty feet above the ceiling of this 
i little metal cubby-hole. ' 

The Planetara was still in the earth'* 
shadow. The firmament — black inter- 
stellar space with its blazing white, red 
and yellow stars — lay spread around us. 
The moon, with nearly all its idisc Il- 
lumined, hung, a gTfat silver ball, ova 
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our bow quarter. Behind it, to one 
aide. Mars floated like the red tip of a 
smoldering cigarillo in the blackness. 
The earth, behind our stem, was dimly, 
redly visible-^-a giant sphere, etched 
with the configurations of its oceans 
snd continents. Upon one limb a touch 
of the Bunlight hung on the mountain- 
tops with a. crescent red-yellow sheen. 

And then we plunged from the cone- 
ihadow. The sun, with the leaping 
Corona, burst through,the blackness be- 
hind us. The eqrth lighted into a huge, 
thin crescent with hooked cusps. 

To Snap and me, the glories of the 
heavens were too familiar to be re- 
marked. And upon this voyage par- 
ticularly we were in no riiood to con- 
sider them. I had been in the helio- 
room several hours. When the Plane- 
lira started, and my few routihe duties 
were over, I could think of nothing 
uve Halsey’s and .Carter's admonition : 
"Be on your guard. And particularly 
—watch George Prince.” 

I Had not seen George Prince. But 
I had seen his sister, whom Carter and 
riklsey had not bothered to mention. 
My heart was still pounding with the 
memory. . . . 

W HEN the passengers had retired 
and the ship quieted, I prowled 
through the passenger corridors. This 
was about the trinight hour.* Hot as 
the corridors of hell, with our hull and 
the glasBite dome seething with the 
friction of our a tq y p pheric flight. But 
the refrigerators'mitigated that; the 
ventilators blasted cold air from the re- 
newers into every comer of the vessel. 
Within an hour or two, with the cold 
of space striking us, it was hot air that 
was needed. 

Dr.vFrank evidently was having lit- 
tle trdble with pressure-sick paBsen- 
gets**£-the Planetara’s equalizers were 

Trinlght Hoar, i.e, 3AM.. 

**Pres*ure sickness. Caused by the diffi- 
odty of maintaining a constantly normal air 
Pressure within the vessel owing to the sod- 
do, extreme changes from heat to cold. 



fairly'ifficient. I did not encounter Dr. 
Frank. I prowled through the silent 
metal lounges and passages. I went to 
the, door 'of A 22. ' It was on the deck- 
level; in a tiny transverse passag^just 
off .the main lounging room. Its name- 
grid glowed with the letters; A nit a 
Prince." I stood in my short white- 
trousers and white silk shirt, like a 
cabin steward gawping. Anita Prince I 
I had never heard the name until ,this 
night. .But there was magic music in 
it now, as I murmured it to myself. 
Anita Prince. . . . 

She was here, -doubtless ■ asleep, be- 
hind this small metal door. It seemed 
as though that little oval grid were the 
gateway to a fairyland of my dre&ms. 

I turned away. And thought of the 
Grantline Moon Expedition stabbed at 
me. George Prince — Anita’s brother — 
he whom I "had been told to watch. 
This renegade — associate of dubious 
Martians, plotting God knows what. 

I ' SAW, upon the adjoining door, "A 
20, George Prince." I listened. In 
the humming stillriess of the ship's in- 
terior, there was no sound from these 
cabins. A 20 was without windows, I 
knew: But Anita’s room had a window 
and a door which gave upon the decjc. 
I went through the lounge, out its arch, 
d walked tbe deck- length. The deck 
or and window of A 22 were closed 
and dark. 

The ten-foot-wide deck was dim With 
white starlight from the side ports. 
Chairs were here, but they were all 
empty. From the bow windows of the 
arching dome a flood of moonlight 
threw long, slanting shadows down the 
deck. At the corner where the super- 
structure ended, I thought I saw' a fig- 
ure lurking as though watching me. I 
went that way, bu^it vanished. 

I turned the comer, went the width 
of the ship to the other side. There 
was no one In Bight save the observer 
on his spider bridge, high in the bow 
network, and thi second officer, on duty 
on the turret balcony almost directly 
over me. j 
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As I stood an<T listened, -I suddenly ! 
hiard footsteps. From flje direction of 
the bow a figure carie. Purser John-; 
son. 1 ' j 

He greeted me. “Cooling off, Gtegg?"j 
“Yes*’’ I said. / J 

He went past me and turned into the I 
smoking room door nearby. 

I stood a moment at one of the deck' 
windows, gazing at the stars; and fori 
no reason at all I realized I was v tense. 
John sori was a great one for his regular, 
sleep — it was wholly unlike him, tp be 
roaming about the ship^t such an hour. 
Had he been watching me? I told my-i 
self it was nonsense. I was suspicious! 
of everyone, everything, this voyage. ! 

I HEARD another step. Captain Car- 
ter appeared from his chart-room 
which stood in the center of the nar-i 
rowing open deck space near the hmyl . 
I joined him at once. i 

“Who was that?” he half-whispered, 
“Johnson." 4 

“Oh, yes.” He fumbled in his uni- 
form ; his gaze swept the moonlit deck. 
“Gregg — take this.” He handed me a 
small metal box. I stuffed ft. at oncej 
into my shirt. | 

“An insulator,” he added, swiftly. 1 
“Snap is in his office. Take it to him] 
Gregg. IStay with him — you’ll have 4 
measure of security — and you can held 
him to mike the photography" He was 
barely whispering. “I wont be witty 
you — no use making it look as though 
we were doing anything unusual. If < 
your graphs show anything-^r if Snad 
picks up any message— -bring it to me.’J 
He added aloud, “Well, it will be coo) 
enough presently, Gregg.” 

He sauntered away toward bis chart' 
room. 

“By heavens, jarhat a' relief I” Snad 
murmured as the current went on. We 
had wired his cubby with the insulator 
yrithin its barrage we could at last talk 
with a degree of freedom. 

“You’ve seen George Prince, Gregg ?t 
“No. He’s assigned A 20. ‘But I 
saw his sister. Snap, no one ever men- 
■ tioned — ” 



Snap had heard of her, but he hadn’t 
known that she was listed for this voy- 
age. “A real beauty, so I’ve heard. Ac- 
cursed shame for a decent girl to have 
a brother like that.” 

I could, agree with him there, but I 
'made no comment. 

I T was now 6 A. M, Snap had been 
busy all night with routine cosmo- 
radios from the earth , l following our 
departure. He had a pile' of them be- 
side him. “Many were for the passen- 
gers; but anything that savored of ■ 
code was baiTed. £ 

“Nothing queer looking?” I sug- 
gested. i 

“No. Not a thing.” ^ 

We were at this time' no more than 
some sixty-five thousand miles from the 
moony surface. The Planetara pres- 
ently would swing upon her -direct 
course for Mardf There was nothing 
which could cause passenger comment 
in this close passing of the moon; nor- 
n^ally we used the satellite’s attraction 
to give us additional starting speed. 

It was now or never that a message 
would come from Grantline. He was 
supposed to be upon'- this .earthward 
side of the moon. While .Snap had 
rushed through with his routine, I had 
searched the moon-surface with our 
glass, as I knew Carter was searching 
it — and also the observer in his tower, 
very possibly. 

But thrfre was nothing. Copernicus 
and Kepljer lay in full sunlight. The 
heights of the lunar mountains the 
depths of the barren, empty seas were 
etched black and white, clear and dean. 
Grim, forbidding desolation, this un- 
changing moon I In romance, moon- 
light may shimmer and sparkle to light 
a lover’s smile; but the reality of the 
moon is cold and bleak. There woe 
nothing to show my prying eyes where 
the intrepid Grantline might be. 
“Nothing at all. Snap.” 

And Snap’s, helio mirrors, attuned 
for an hour now to pick up the faintest 
signal, were motionless.. 

“If he has concentrated any appro- 
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dible amount pi radio-active ore,” said 
Snap, "we should get an impulse from 
its Gamma rays.” 

B UT our receiving shield was dark, 
untouched. We tried taking 
hydrogen photographic impressions of 
the visible moon surface. A sequence of 
them, with stereoscopic lenses, .forty- 
eight to the second. Our mirror-grid 
> gave the magnified images; the Bpectro- 
heliogtaph, with its wave-length selec- 
tion, pictured the mountain-levels, and 
•lowly descended into the deepest seas. 
There was ndthing. 

Tet in those moon caverns — a million 
million recesses amid the crags of that 
tpmbled, barren surface — the pin-point 
of movement which might have been 
Giantline's expedition could so easily 
be hiding I - Could he have the; ore in- 
mlated, fearing its Gamma rays would 
betray its presence to hostile watch- 
era? 

Or might disaster have come to him? 
Or he might not be upon this hemi- 
sphere of the moon at all. ... 

My imagination, sharpened by fancy 
of a lurking menace which seemed 
everywhere about the Planetara this’ 
voyage, ran rife with fears for Johnny 
Gnntline. He had promised to com- 
nmnicate this voyage. It was now, or 
perhaps never. 

Six-thirty came and passed. We 
were well beyond the earth’s shadow 
now. The firmament blazed with its 
vivid glories; the sun behind us was a 
ball'of yellow-red leaping flames. The 
euth opng, opened to a huge, dull-red 
half-sphere. 

W E were within some forty thou- 
sand miles qf the moon. Giant 
white ball — MU of its disc visible to the 
Hked eye.yft poised over the bow, and 
preiently/aa the Planetara swung upon 
‘ her course for Mars, it shifted side- 
wise. The light of it glared white and 
dialing in our tiny side windows. 

Snap, with his habitual red celluloid 
eyeshade shoved high on his forehead, 
’ Worked over our instruments. 



“Gregg I” 

The receiving shield was glowing a 
trifle I Gamma rays were bombarding 
it I It glowdd, gleamed phosphorescent, 
and,.the audible recorder began sound- 
ing its tiny tinkling murmurs. 

fiamma rays I Snap sprang to the 
dials. The direction and strength were 
soon obvious. 4 A richly radio-active 
ore body, o‘f considerable size, was 
concentrated upon thiB hemisphere of 
the moon! It was unmistakabW- 
“He’s got it, Gregg I He’s — 

The tiny helio mirrors began quiver- 
ing. Snap exclaimed triumphantly, 
“Here h t comes I By God, the message 
at last I Bar off that light I” 

I FLUNG on the absorbers. The 
moonlight bathing the little room 
went into them and darkness sprang 
Ground us. Snap fumbled at his in- 
strument board. Actinic light showed 
dimly in the quivering, thumbnail mir- 
rorp. Twcvof them. They hung poised 
on their cobweb wires, infinitely sensi- 
tive to the infra-red light-rays Grant- 
line was sending from the moon. The 
mirrors in a moment began swinging. 
On the scale acy>ss the room the actinic 
beams from them were magnified into 
sweeps of light. 

The message I 

Snap Bpelled it out, decoded it. 
"Success! Stop for ore on your re- 
turn voyage. Will give you our loca- 
tion later. Success beyond wildest 
hopes — ’’ f , 

The mirrors hung motionless. The 
shield, where the Gamma rays were 
bombarding, went suddenly dark. 

Snap murmured, “That’s all. He’s 
got the orel’ ’Success beyond wildest 
hopes.’ That must mean an enormous 
quantity of it available I” 

We were sitting in darkness, and 
abruptly ’ I became aware that across 
our open window, where the insulation 
barrage was flung, the air was faintly 
. hissing. An interference there I I saw 
a tiny swirl of pprple sparks. Someone 
—some hostile ray from the deck be- 
neath us, or from the spider bridge that 




320 ASTOUNDING STORIES^ 



led to our little room — someone out' 
there trying to pry in I 
Snap impulsively reached for the ab-> 
sorbcrm to let in the outside light — it 
was all darkness to us outside. But I. 
checked him. 

"Wait I" I cut off our barrage^ 
opened our door and . stepped to the 
narrow metal bridge. 

“Wait, Snap I You stay there." I 
added aloud, "Well, Snap, I'm going 
to bed. Glad you've cleaned up that 
batch of work.” ’ 

I BANGED the do^r^upon him. The 
laccwork of metal bridges and lad* 
ders seemed empty. I gazed up to the 
dome, and forward and aft. Twenty 
feet beneath me was the metal roof of 
the cabin superstructure. Below it; 
both sides of the deck showed. All 
patched with moonlight. 

No one visible down there. I de* 
scendcd a ladder. T^ie deck was empty; 
But in the silence something was mov- 
ing! Footsteps moymg away from me 
down the deck I FlBilowed ; and sud- 
denly I was running. Chasing some* 
thing I could hear, but could not seel 
It turned into the smoking room. 

I bunt in. And a real sound smoth* 
ered the phantom. Johnson the purser 
was sitting here alone in the dimness;. 
He was smoking. I noticed that his 
cigar held a long, frail ash. It could 
not have been him I was Chasing. He 
was sitting there quite calmly. A thick- 
necked, heavy fellow, easily out of 
breath. But he was breathing calmly 
now./ ! 

He sat up with amazement at my 
wild-eyed appearance, and the aslj 
jarred from his cigar. 

“Gregg I What in the devil — ’’ 

I tried to grin. “I’m on my way to 
bed — worked all night helping Snap 
with those damn Earth messages.” 

I went past him, out the door into 
the main interior corridor. It was the 
only way the invisible prowler could 
have gone. But I was too late now — ■ 

I could hear nothing. 1 dashed fori 
ward Info the main lounge. It was 



empty, dim and silent, a silence broken 
prepently by a faint click — a stateroow 
door hastily closing, I swung and 
found myself in a tiny transverse pas- 
sage. The twin doors of A 22 and A 2t 
were before me. 

The invisible eavesdropper bad gone 
into one of these rooms I I listened at 
each of the panels, but there was only 
silence within. 

The interior of the ship was sudden- 
ly singing with the steward's siren— 
,the call to awaken the passengers. It 
startled me. I moved swiftly away. But 
as the siren shut off, in the silence I 
heard a soft, musical voice : 

"Wake up, Anita — I tbinlr that’s the 
breakfast call.” 

And her answer : “All right, George. 
I hear it.” 

CHAPTER IV 
A Barn on a Martian Arm 

I DID not appear at that morning 
meal. I ikas exhausted and drugged 
with lack of sleep. I had a "»»»»' 
with Snap, to tell him what had oc- 
curred. Then I sought out Carter. He 
had his little chart-room insulated. And 
we were cautious. I told him what 
Snap and I had learned: the R«i«» 
rays from the moon, proving that 
Grantline had concentrated a consider- 
able ore-body. I also told him the mei- 
sage from Grantline. 

"We’ll Btop on the way back, as he 
directs, Gregg.” He bent closer to me. 
“At Ferrok-Shahn I’m going to bring 
back a cordon of Interplanetary Police. 
The secret will be out, of course, when 
once we stop at the mapn. We have no 
right, even now, to be flying this vessel 
as unguarded as it is.” , 

He was very solemn. And he waa 
grim when I told him of the invisible 
eavesdropper. , 

“You think he overheard Grantline’i 
message?" 

“f don’t know,” I said. * 

“Who was it? You seem to feel it 
was George Prince?” 

; -Yes.” 
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I was convinced'thatthe prowler had 
gone into A 20. When I mentioned the 
purser, who seemed to have been 
watching me earlier in the nighi, and 
agqin was’sitting in the smoking room 
When the eavesdroopper fled pasy Car- 
tel looked startled. v 

"Johnson is all right, Gregg.” 

"Is he? Does he know anything 
about this Grantline affair?” 

"No— no,” said the captain hastily. 
"You haven’t mentioned it, have you?” 
"Of course I haven’t. I’ve been won-, 
dering why Johnson didn’t hear that 
eavesdropper. I could ,hear him when 
I was chasing him. But Johnson sat 
perfectly unmoved and let him go by. 
What was he sitting there for, anyway, 
at that hour of the morning?” 

"You’re too suspicious, Gregg. Over- 
wrought. But you’re right — we can’t 
be too careful. I’m going to have that 
Prince suite searched when I, tatch it 
unoccupied. t Passengers don\ ordi- 
narily travel* with invisible cloaks. Go 
to bed, Gregg — you need a rest.” 

I WENT to my cabin. It was located 
aft, on the stem deck-space, near 
the stern watch-tower. A. small metal 
room, with a desk, a chair knd bunk. I 
made sure no one was in ft. I sealed 
the lattice grill and the door, set the 
alarm trigger against any opening of 
them, and went to bed.* 

The. siren for the mid-day meal 
awakened me. I had slept heavily. I 
■felt refreshed. And hupgry. 

I found the passengers already as- 
sembled at my table when I arrived in 
the dining salon. It was a low-vaulted 
metal room of blue and yellow tube 
lights. At the sides its oval windows 
showed the deck, with its ports of the 
dome-side, through which a vista of the 
starry firmament was visible. We were 
well on our course to Mars. The moon 
had dwindled to a pin-point of light 
beside the crescent earth. And behind 
them our sun blazed, visually the larg- 
est orb in the heavens. It was some 
sixty-eight million miles from the earth 
to Mars, thiB voyage. A flight, under 



ordinary circumstances, of some ten 
days. ‘ . 

There were five tables in the dining 
salon, each with eight seats. Snap and 
I had one of the tables. We sat at the 
ends, with three passengers* on each of 
the sides. 

Snap was in his seat when I arrived. 
He eyed me, 1 down the length of the 
table. 

“Good morning, Gregg. We missed 
you .at breakfast. Not pressure-rick, I 
hope?” 

There were three passengers already 
seated at our table — all men. Snap, in 
a gay mood, introduced me. 

“This is our third officer, Gregg Hal- 
jan. Big, handsome fellow, isn’t he? 
And as pleasant as he is good-looking. 
Gregg, this iq Sero Ob Hahn.'^ 

1 MET the keen, dark-eyed somber 
gaze of a Venus man of middle age. 
A small, slim, graceful man, with sleek 
black hair. His pointed face, accentu- 
ated by the pointed beard, was pallid. 
He wore a white and purple robe ; upon 
his breast was a huge platinum Orna- 
ment, a device like a star and cross en- 
twined. 

“I am nappy to meet you, sir.” His 
voice was soft and sleek. 

“Ob Hahn,” I repeated. “I Bhould 
have heard of you, no ’doubt. But — ” 

A smile plucked at his thin, gray 
lips. "That is the error of mine, not 
yours. My mission is that all the uni- 
verse shall hear of ms.” . 

“He's preaching the religion of the 
Venus Mystics,” Snap explained. 

“And this enlightened gentleman,” 
said Ob Hahn ironically, "has just 
termed it fetishism. The ignorance — ” 
“Oh, I say I” protested the man at Ob 
Hahn's side. “I mean, you sefcm to think 
I intended something opprobrious. As 
a matter of fact-*-” 

“We’ve an argument, Gregg,” 
laughed Snap. “This is Sir Arthur 
Coniston, an English gentleman, lec- 
turer and sky-trotter — that is, hp will 
be a sky-trotter ; he tells us he plans a 
number of voyages.* 
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< The till Englishman in his white 
linen suit bowed acknowledgment. "My 
complimi nts, Mr. Haljan. I hope you 
have no strong religious convictions, 
else 'we t) ill make your table here very, 
miserable !” 

T HE hird passenger had evidently 
kept out of the argument. Snap 
introduce d him as Ranee ^tgnkin. An 
America:; — a quiet, _JjJ®rid fellow of 
thirty-fiv : or forty. 

I ordeied my»breakfast and let the 
argument go on. *' 

“Won’t make me miserable,” said 
Snap. “"I lcve an argument. You said, 
Sir Artl’.ujr? 

“I mean to say, I think I said too 
much, kl 
jlomatic.” 

Rankin 
he said to 
I deal in 
ence 



r. Rankin, you are more dip- 



laughed. "I am a magician," a 
m£ "A theatrical entertainer, 
tricks — how to fool an audi- 
His keen, amused gaze was on 
Ob Hahn.|”This gentleman from Venus 
and I have too niuch in common to 
argue.” v 

“A nasty one !" the Englishman ex- 
claimed. “By Jove ! Really, Mr. Ran- 
kin, you’rp a bit too cruel I” 

Ixouldjsee we were doomed to have 
turbulent Imeals this voyage. I like to 
eat in quiqt; arguing passengers alwayB' 
annoy mei There were still three seats 
vacant at ! our table ; I wondered who 
would occupy them. I 'soon learned 
the answer — for one scat at least. Ran- 
kin said calmly : 

“Where; is the little Venus girl thiB 
meal?” ifis glance went to the empty _ 
seat at mjr right hand. “The Venza—- 
wasn’t that her name? She and I are 
destined for the same theater in Fer- 
rok-Shahq.” •• 

So Venga was to sit beside me. It 
was good ftews. Ten days of a religious 
argument ! three times a day would be 
intolerable. But. the cheerful Veijza 
would help- ' > 

“She ndver eats the mid-day meal,’" 
said Snapi "She’s on the deck, having 
orange julte. I guess it’s the old gpg 
about diet, eh ?” . 



TkiTY attention wandered about the 
1V1 salon. Most of the seats, were 
occupied. At the captain’s table I saw 
the objects \ of my search. George 
Prince and his sister sat one on each 
sfde of the- captain. I saw George 
Prince in the life now as a man who 
looked hardly twenty-five. He was at 
tipis moment evidently in a gay mood. 
His clean-cut,, handsome profile, with 
itk poetic dark durls, was turned toward 
nje. There seemed little of the villain 
afout him. _ \, 

| And I saw Apita Prince now as a 
dqrk-haired, black eyed little*beauty, in 
feature resembling her brother very 
strongly. She presently finished her 
ideal. She rose, with him after her. 
She was dressed in Earth fashion — 
white b£ise and dark jacket, wide, 
knee-length trousers of gray, with a 
red sash her only touch of color. She 
wjent past me, flashed, me her smile and 
nod. " 

My heart t was pounding. I answered 
hpr greeting, and met George Prince's 
casual gaze. He, too, smiled, as though 
to signify that his sister had toldhim 
of the service I had done her. ’ Or was 
h(s smile an ironical memory of how 
hp had eluded me this morning when I 
chased him ? - 

1 1 gazed after his small, white-suited 
figure as he followed Anita from the 
saldn. And thinking of her, I prayed 
that Carter and Halsey might be wrong. 
Whatever plotting against the Grant- 
lific Expedition might be going on, I 
hoped that George Prince was innocent 
of.-it. Yet I knew in my heart it was a 
futile hope. Prince had^ been that 
eavesdropper outside the helio-room. I 
could not really doubt it. But that his 
sjster must be ignorant of whpt he was 
dbing, I was sure. 

Tk ?TY attention was brought sudden- 
ly JL ly back to the reality of our 
table, f heard Ob Hahn’s silky voice: 

; “We passed quite close to the moon 
last night, Mr. Dean.” 

‘“Yes,” said Snap. “We did, didn’t 
ate? Always do — it’s a technical prob- 
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km of the exigencies of inter-stellar 
navigation. Explain it to them, Gregg 



and knee pants of leather out of which 
his lower legs showed as gray, hairy 



—you’re an expert.” pillars of strength. He had come into 

I wave^ it away with a laugh. Thef-e - the salon with a swagger, his sword- 



was a brief silence. I could not help ornament clanking. 



noticing Sir Arthur Coniston’s queer - "A pleasant voyage so far,” he said to 
look, and I think I have never seen so me as he started his meal. His voice 



keen a glance as Ranee Rankin shot at 
me. Were all these people aware of 
Grantline’s treasure on the moon? It 
suddenly seemed so. I wished fer- 
vently at that instant that the ten days' 
of this voyage were over and we wefe 
safely at Ferrok : Shahn. Captain Car- 
ter was absolutely right. Coming back 
we would have a cordon of interplane- 
tary police aboard. 

Sir Arthur broke the awkward si- 
lence. “Magnificent Bight, the moon, 
from so close a viewpoint — though I 
was too much. afraid of pressure-sick- 
ness to be up to see it." 

I HAD nearly finished my haBty meal 
when another incident shocked me. 
The two other passengers at our table 
came in and took their seats. A Mar- 
tjan girl and man. The girl had the 
seat at my left, with the man beside 
her. All Martians are tall. This girl 
was about my own height— that is, six 
feet, two inches. The man was seven 



•had the heavy, throaty rasp character- 
istic of the Martian. He spoke perfect 
English — both Martians and Venus 
people- are by heritage extraordinary 
linquists. Miko and Jiis sister Moa had 
a touch of Martian accent, worn almost 
away by living for some years in Great- 
New York. 

The shock to me came within a few 
minutes. Miko, absorbed in attacking 
his meal, inadvertently pushed back his 
robe to bare his forearm. An instant 
only, then it dropped again to his wrist. 
But in that instant I had seen, upon the 
gray flesh, a thin sear turned red. A 
very recent burn — as though a pencil- 
ray of heat had caught his arm. 

My mind flung bach. Only last night 
in the City Corridor, Snap and I had 
been followed by a Martian. I had shot 
at him with the heat-ray; I thought I 
had hit him on the arm. .W,as this the 
mysterious Martian wjho had followed 
us from Halsey’s office? 



feet or more. .Both wore the Martian CHAPTER V 



outer robe. The girl flung tiers back. 
Her limbs were encased in pseudo-mail. 
She looked, as all Martians like to look, 
a very warlike Amazon. But she was-a 
pretty girl. She smiled at me with a 
keen-eyed, direct gaze. 

“Mr. De?n said at breakfast that you 
were big and handsome. You are.” 
They were brother and sister, these 
Martians. Snap introduced them as' Set 
Miko and SettaMoa.* 

This Miko was, from our Earth 
standards, a tremendous, brawny giant. 
Not spindly, like most Martians, this 
feHow, for all his seven feet Of height, 
was almost heavy-set He wore a 
plaited leather jerkin beneath his robe, 



Venza the Venus Girl 

I T WAS shortly after that mid-day 
.meal when I erfeourttered Venza 
sitting on the starlit deck. I had been 
in the bow observatory ; taken my 
routine castings of our position apd 
'worked them out. I was, I think, of 
the Planctara’s officers the most expert 
handler of the mathematical mechan- 
ical calculators. The locating of our 
portion and Charting the trajectory of 
our course wasi under ordinary circum- 
stances, about all I had to do. And it 
took only a few minuteB each twelve 
hours. 

I had a, moment with Carter in the 
isolation of his chart-room. 



* “Set and Setta,” the Martian equivalent -of 
Mr. and Mia a. 



“This voyage! Gregg, I’m getting 
like you— too fanciful.^Ve’ve a normal 
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group of ; jassengers, apparently ; but I 
don’t like the look of any of them. That 
Ob Hahn, at your table — ” 

"Snaky- looking fellow,”- I com- 
mented. ‘He and the Englishman are 
great on arguments. Did you have 
Prince’s pabin searched? 

My breath hung on his answer. 

"Yes. Nothing unusual Wnong his 
things. We searched both his room and 
his sister'f.” 

I did not follow that up. Instead I 
told him ; about the bum on Miko’s' 
thick graji arm. . 



H E stared. "I wish to ,*hc Al- 
mighty we were at Ferrok- 
Shahn. Cfr^gg, to-night when the pas- 
sengers ape asleep, come here to me. 
Snap will! be here, and Dr. Frank. We 
can trust him.” 

“He knows about — about the Grant- 



don’t answer my question? What takes 
you to Mars?” 

; “Contract. By the stars, what else? 
Of course, a chance to make a voyage 
. With you — ” 

! "Don’t be silly, Venza.” 

u. 

I ENJOYED her. I gazed at .her 
small, slim figure gracefully reclin- 
ing in the deck chair. Her long, gray 
robe parted — .by design, I -have no 
qoubt — to display her shapely, satin- 
dheathed legs. Her black hair was 
foiled in a heav^ knot at the back of 
ner neck; her carmincd lips were 
parted with a mocking, alluring" smile. 
The exotic perfume of her enveloped 
roe. i 

; She glanced at me sidewise from be- 
neath her sweeping black lashes. 

“Be serious,” I added. 

“I am . serious. Sober. Intoxicated 



lrpkjtreaspre ?” 

'^‘T’es. And so do Balch and Black- 
stone.” 

Balch and Blackstone were our first 
and second officers. 

"We’ll all meet here, Gregg — say 
about the zero hour. W’e must take 
Borne precautions.” 

He sud lenly felt he should say no 
more now He dismissed me. 

I found 'Venza seated alone in a se- 
cluded cojfner of the starlit deck. A 
porthole, with the black heavens and 
the blazin j stars, was before her. There 
waa an err pty seat nearify. , 

“Hola-lp,* Gregg I alt here ‘with me. 
I have beep wondering when you would 
come after me.” 

I sat down beside her. “What are 
you doing — going to-Mars, Venza? I’m 
glad to see you.” •' 

“Many thanks. But I am glad to see 
you? Gregg. So handsomfc a man. . . 
Do you khow, from Venus to the earth 
and I have no doubt on all of Mars, no 
man will please me more.” 

IGlib tongue,” I laughed. “Born to 
flatter thp male— every girl of your 
world.” And I added seriously, “You 

*A Vcnuifform of jocular, intimate greeting. 



l)y you. put sober.” 

I said,;' "What Bort of a contract?” 

: “A theater in Ferrok-Shahn. Good 
Woney, Gregg. I’m to be there a year.” 
She sat up to face me. "There’s a fel- 
low here on the Planetara, Ranee Ran- 
kin, he qalls himself. At our table — a 
pig, good-looking blond American. He 
says he r is a magician. Ever hear of 
pirn?” 

“That’s what he told me.' No, I never 
heard of him.” 

!' "Nor did I. And I thought I had 
heard of everyone of any importance. 
He is listed for the same theater where 
I’pi going. Nice sort of fellow.” She 
paused, and added suddenly, “If he’s a 
professional entertainer, I’m a motor- 
oiler.” '] 

\ 

T startled me. “Why do you say 
that,?” 

- Instinctively my gaze swept the 
deck. An Earth woman and child and 
a small, Venus man were in sight, but 
not within earshot. 

“Why do you look so furtive?” she 
retorted- “Gregg, there’s something 
strange about this voyage. I’m no fool, 
nor you, and you know R as well as I 
da” 
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“Ranee Rankin—" I prompted. 

She leaned closer toward me. “He 
could fool you. But not me — I've 
known too many real magicians.” She * 
gr inne 1 cn ged him to trick 
me. You'shoifto have seen him trying 
to evade 1" 

“Do you know Ob Hahn?” I inter- 
rupted. 

She shook her head. “Never heard of 
him. _ But he told me plenty at break- 
fast. By Satan, what a flow or words 
that devil-driver can muster! He and, 
the Englishman don’t mesh very well, 
do they?” v 

She stared at me. I had not answered 
her grin; my mind was too busy with 
queer fancies. Halsey’s words: “Things 
are not always what they Becm — ” Were 
these passengers masqueraders? Put 
here by George Prince? And then I 
thought of Miko the Martian, and the 
bum upon his arm. 

“Come baclf, Gregg I Don’t go wan- 
dering off like that I” She dropped her 
voice to a whisper. “I’ll be serious. I 
want to know what in the hell is going 
on aboard this ship. I'm a woman, and 
I'm curious. You tell me.” 

4f ^^HAT do you mean?” I par- 

“I mean a lot of things. What we’ve 
just been talking about, And what was 
the excitement you were in just before 
breakfast this morning?" 

“Excitement ?” 

“Gregg, you may trust me." For the 
first time she was wholly serious. Her 
gaze made sure no' one was within hear- 
ing. She put her hand on my arm. I 
could barely hear her whisper : ”I know 
they might have a ray upon us — I'll be 
careful." 

“They?” \ 

"Anyone. Something’s going on. 
You know it — you are in it. I saw you 
this morning, Gregg. Wild-eyed, chas- 
ing a phantom — ” 

“You?” 

“And I heard the phantom ! A man’s 
footsteps. A magnetic reflecting in- 
visible cloak. You couldn’t fool an 



audience with that — it’s too common- 
place. If Ranee Rankin tried — ” 

I gripped her. “Don’t ramble, Venzal 
You saw me ?” 

"Yes. My stateroom door was open. 
I was sitting with a cigarillo. I saw 
the purser in the smoking room. 11 He 
was visible from — ” 

"Wait I Vcnza, that prowler went 
through the smoking room I” 

"I know he did. I could hear him.” 
"Did the purser hear him?” 

"Of course. The purser looked up, 
followed the sound with his gaze. I 
thought that was queer. He never made 
a move. And then you came along and 
he acted innocent. Why ? What’s go- 
ing on, that’s what I want to know I” 

I HELD my breath. “Venza, where 
did the prowler run to? Can you — ” 
She whispered trimly, “Into A 20. 
I saw the door open and close — I even 
think I could see the blurTed outline of 
him. Those magnetic cloaks I” She 
added, “Why should George Prince be 
sneaking around with you after him? 
And the purser acting innocent? And 
who is this George Prince, anyway ?” 
The . huee Martian, Miko, with hiB 
sister Moa came strolling along the 
deck. "Phcy nodded as they passed us. 

I whispered, “I can’t explain any- 
thing now. But you’re right, Venza: 
there is something going on. Listen! 
Whatever you learn — anything you en- 
counter which looks Unusual — will you 
tell me? I — well, I do /trust you — really 
I do I — but the thing isn’t mine to tell.” 
The somber pools of her eyes were 
shining. “You are very lovable, Gregg. 
I won’t question you.” She was trem- 
bling with excitement. “Whatever it 
is, I want to be in it. Here’s something 
I can tell you now. We've" two high- 
class gold-jeaf gamblers aboard. Did 
you* know that?” 

"No. Who are — ’’ 

“Shac and Dud Ardley. Let me state 
every detective in Great-New Vork 
knows them. They had a wonderful 
game with\hat Englishman, Sir Arthur 
Coniston, this morning. Stripped-hltn, 
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of half a pound of eight-inch leaves — 
a neat little stack. A crooked game, of 
course. Those fellows are more nimble- 
fingered than Ranee Rankin ever dared 
to- be!” 

I SAT staring at' her. She waB a 
mine of information, this girl. 

"And Gregg, I tried my oharms ort 
Shac and Dud. Nice men, but dumb. 
Whatever’s going on, they’re not in’ it. 
They wanted to know what kind of a 
ship this was. Why? Because Shac 
has a cute little eavesdropping micro- 
phone of hfs own. He had it working 
in the night last night. He overheard 
George Prince and that big giant Miko 
arguing about the moon !” 

I gasped. “Venza, softer!” 

Against all propriety of this public 
deck she jpretended to drape herself 
upon me. [Her hair smothered my face 
as her lips almost touched my ear. 

"Something about treasure on the 
moon — Shic couldn't understand 1 what. 
And they ' mentioned you. He didn’t 
hear what they said because the purser 
joined them.” Her whispered words 
tumbled oyer one another. “A hundred 
pounds of jgold leaf — that's the purser’s 
price. He's with them, whatever it is. 
He promised to do something for them.” 
She stopped. “Well?" I prompted. 
"That's ill. Shac’s current was inter- 
rupted.” i 

“Tell hii^i to try it again, Venza I I’ll 
talk with pirn. No! I’d better let him 
alone. Cap you get him to keep his 
mouth shut?” 

"I think jhe might do anything I told 
him. He’s | a man.” 

“Find out what you can.” 

She sat’ away from me' suddenly. 
"There’s Anita and George Prince," 

1 

T HEY | came to the corner of the 
deck^ but turned back. Venza 
caught my look. And understood it. 

“So you | love Anita prince so much 
as that, Gregg?” Venza was smiling. 
"I wish yod — I wish some man hand- 
some as ydu would gaze after me like 
that.” ! • 



She turned solemn. "You may be in- 
terested to know that she loves you. 
I could see it. I knew it when I men- 
tioned you to her this morning.” 
“Me? Why, we’ve hardly spoken P 
"Is it necessary? fTnever heard that 
it was.” 

! I could not see Venza’s face; she 
flood up suddenly. And when I rose 
beside her, she whispered, 

: "We should notHse seen talking so 
long. I’ll find out what I can.” 

I stared after her slight robed figure 
as she turned into the lounge archway 
and vanished, 
i 

I CHAPTER VI 

i A Traitor, and a Passing Asteroid 



C APTAIN CARTES' was grim. “So 
they’ve bought him off, have they? 
Go bring him in hefc, Gregg. We'll 
have It out with him now.” 

| Snap, Dr. Frank, Batch, our first of- 
ficer, and I were in the captain’s chart- 
foom. It was 4 P. M. — our Earth start- 
ing time. We were sixteen hours upon 
our voyage. 

. I found Johnson in his office in the 
lounge. "Captain wants to see you. 
jciose up.” , 

] He closed his window upon an 
American woman passengeT who was 
demanding details of Martian currency, 
and followed me forward. “What is it, 
ptegg?" 

; “I don’t know.” 

| Captain Carter banged thtjSlide upon 
us. The chart-room was insulated. The 
|ium of the current was obvious. John- 
son noticed it. He started at the hostile 
faces of the surgeon and Batch. And he 
tried to bluster. 



“What is this? Something wrong?” 
i Carter Wasted no- words. “We have 
' information, Johnson — there’s some 
under cc^yer plot here aboard. I want 
to know what it is. Suppose you tell 
bs frankly.” 

I 

rp HE purser looked blank. “What 
! X do you mean? We’ve- gamblers 
•board, if that’p— ” 
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“To hell with that," growled Balch. 
“You had a secret interview with that 
Martian, Set Miko, and with George 
Prince I” 

Johnson scowled from under his 
heavy brows, and then raised them in 
surprise. 

“Did I? You mean changing their 
money? I don’t like your tone, Balch. 
I’m not your under-officer!” 

“But you’re Under me,” roarfed the 
captain. “By God, I’m master herel" 
“Well, I’m not disputing that,” said 
the purser mildly. “This fellow 
Balch—” * 

“We’re in no mood for argument,” 
Dr. Frank cut in. “Clouding the issue." 

“I won’t let it be clouded,” the cap- 
tain exclaimed. I had never seen Carter 
so choleric. He was evidently under a 
tremendous Btrain. He added, 
"Johnson, ypu’ve been acting sus- 
piciously. I don’t give a damn whether 
I’ve proof of it or not — I say it. Did 
you, or did you not meet George Prince 
and that Martian last night?” 

“No, I did not. Arid I don’t mind 
telling you. Captain Carter, that your 
tone also is offensive I” 

“Is it?” Carter suddenly Beized him. 
They were both big men. Johnson’s 
heavy face went purplish red. 

"Take your hands! — ” They were 
struggling. Carter’s hands were fum- 
bling at the purser’s pockets; I leaped, 
flung an arm around Johnson’s neck, 
pinning him. 

"EaBy there! We’ve got you, John- 
son I” 

a 

S NAP tried to help me. “Go on, bang 
him on the head, Gregg. Now's 
your chance !” 

We searched him. A heat-ray cylinder 
—that was legitimate. But we found a 
small battery and eavesdropping micro- 
phone similar to- the one Venza had! 
mentioned that Shac the gambler was 
carrying. 

“What are you doing with that ?” the 
captain demanded. 

“None of your business! Ib it crimi- 
nal? Carter, I’ll have the Line officials 



dismiss you for this! Take your hands 
off me, all of you!” 

“Look at this!” exclaimed Dr. Frank. 
From Johnson’s breast pocket the 
-surgeon drew a folded document. It 
was the scale drawing of the Plane- 
tara’s interior corridors) the lower con- 
trol rooms and mechanisms. It v/as al- 
ways kept in Johnson’s safe. And with 
it, another document: the ship’s clear- 
ance papers — the secret code pass- 
words for this voyage, to be used if we 
should be challenged by any inter- 
planetary police ship. 

Snap gasped. “My God, that was in 
my helio-room strong box ! I’m the on- 
ly' one on this vessel except the captain 
who’s entitled to know those pass- 
words I” 

Out of the silence, Balch demanded, 
“Well, what about it, Johnson?” 

The purser was still defiant. “I won’t 
answer your questions, Balch. At the 
proper time, Eli explain — Qregg Hal- 
jan, you’re choking me I” < 

I EASED up. But I shook him. 
“You’d fetter talk.” 

He was exasperatingly silent. 

, “Enough I” exploded. Carter. "He can 
explain when we get to port. Mean- 
’whije I’ll put him where he’ll do no 
more\lamage. Gregg, lock him in the 
cage.” 

We ignored his violent protestations. 
The cage — in the old days' of sea-ves- 
sels on Earth, they called it the brig — 
was the ship's jail. A steel-lined, win- 
dowless room located under the deck 
in the peak of the bow. I dragged the 
struggling Johnson there, with the 
amazed watcher lqoking down irons the 
observatory window at our lunging, 
starli{ forms. 

“Shut up, Johnson! If you know 
■What’s good for you — ” 

He was making a fearful commotion. 
Behind us, where the deck narrowed 
at the superstructure, half a dozen 
passengers Were gazing in surprise. 

"I’ll 1 have you thrown out of the Ser- 
vice, Gregg ■Haljan I” 

I shut him up finally. And flung him 
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down tl|e ladder into the cage and 
sealed the deck trap-door upon him. I 
was hea led back for the chart-room ; 
when from the observatory came the j 
lookout's voice. I 

“An asteroid, Haljan I. Officer Black- j 
stone wants you.” j 

I hurried to the turret bridge. An j 
asteroid was in sight. We had attained i 
nearly our maximum speed now. An 
asteroid was approaching, so danger- 
ously close that our trajectory would ) 
have to be altered. I heard Black- j 
stone’s signals ringing iti t^he control j 
rooms; and met Carter as he 4 ran to the i 
bridge with me. 

“That scoundrel I We'll get more out j 
of him, Gregg. By God, I’ll put the ! 
chemicals on him — torture him, illegal 
or noth’! 

J 

W EI had no time for further dis- 
cussion. The asteroid was rapid- 
ly approacliing. Already, under the'! 
glass, it )vas a magnificent sight. I bad ; 
never s^en this tiny_ world before — j 
asteroids are not numerous between the j 
Earth arid Mars, or in toward Venus.! 
I never Expected to see this one again. 
How little of the future can Wfe humans ! 
fathom, for all our science! If I could 
only have looked into the future; even : 
for a few short hours I How different j 
then would have been the outcome' of j 
this tragic voyage! | 

The asteroid came rushing at us. Its 
orbital velocity, I later computed, was 
some twenty-two miles a second. Our 
own, at khe present maximum, was a 
fraction pvp: reventy-seven. The aster- 
oid had for some time been under ob-j 
servation] by the lookout. He gave his ; 
warning only when it seemed that our ! 
trajectory should bf altered to avoid’ 
a dangerously close passing. 

At the combined speeds of nearly! 
a hundred miles a second the asteroid i 
swept into vievy. With the naked eye,] 
at first it; was a tiny speck of star-dust, 
unnoticed in the gem-strewn black 
velvet ojf Space. A Bpeck. Then a 
gleaming ,dot, silver white, with the 
light of pur Sun upon it.. i 



Five minutes. The dot grew to a disc. 
Expanding. A full moon, silver white. 
Brightest world in the firmament — the 
light- from it bathed the Planetara, 
illumined the deck, painting everything 
with silver. 

I stood with Carter and Blackstone 
on the turret-bridge. It was obvious 
that unless we altered our course, the 
asteroid would pass too close for safe- 
ty. Already we were feeling its attrac- 
tion; from the control rooms came the 
report that our trajectory was disturbed 
by this new mass so near. 

“Better make your calculations now, 
Gregg,” Blackstone suggested. 

I CAST up the rough elements from 
the observational instruments in the 
trirret. It took me some ten or fifteen 
minutes. When I had us upon our new 
course, with the attractive and repulsive 
plates in the Planetara’B hull set in 
their altered combinations, I went out 
to the bridge again. 

The asteroid hung over our bow 
quarter. No more than twenty or thirty 
thousand miles away. A giant ball now, 
filling all that quadrant of the heavens. 
The configurations of its mountains— 
its land and water areaB — were plainly 
visible. Its axial rotation was apparent. 

“Perfectly habitable," Blackstone 
said. “But I've searched all over this 
hemisphere with the glass. No sign of 
human life-— certainly nothing civilized 
— nothing in the fashion of cities.” 

A fair little 'world, by the look of it 
A tiny globe : Blackstone had figured 
it at some eight hundred miles in dia- 
meter. There seemed a normal atmos- 
phere. We could see areas where the 
surface was obscured by clouds. And 
oceans, and land masses. Polar ice- 
caps. Lush vegetation at its equator. 

Blackstone had roughly cast its or- 
bital elements. A' narrow elipse. No 
wonder we had never encountered this 
fair little world before. It' had coma 
from the outer region beyond Neptune. 
At perihelion it would reach inside 
Mercury, round the Sun, and head out- 
ward again. 
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W E swept past the asteroid at a 
distance of some six thousand ' 
miles. Close enough, in very truth — a 
minute of flight at our,.combined speeds 
totaling a hundred miles a second. I 
bad descended to the passenger deck, 
where I stood alone at a window, gaz- - 
ing. 

The passengers were all gathered to 
view the passing little world. I saw, 
not far from me, Anita, standing with 
her brother; and the giant figure of 
Miko with them. 

Half an hour since, first with the 
naked eye, this wandering little world 
had shown itself ; it swam slowly past, 
began to dwindle behind us. A huge 
half moon. A thinner, smaller quadrant. 

A tiny crescent, like a silver bar-pin to 
adorn some lady’s breast. And then it 
was a dot, a point of light indistin- 
guishable among the myriad others 
hovering in this great black void. 

The incident, of the passing of the 
asteroid was over. I turned from the, 
desk window. My heart leaped. The 
moment for which all day I had been 
subconsciously longing was at hand. 
Amta was sitting, in a deck chair, mo- 
mentarily alone. Her gaze was on me 
as Plooked her way, and she smiled an 
invitation for roe to join her. 

CHAPTER VII 
Unspoken Love 

U NSPOKEN love ! I think if I had 
yielded to the impulse of my 
heart, I would have, poured but all those / 
protestations of a lover’s ecstasy, in- / 
congruous here upon this starlit public ! 
deck, to a girl I hardly knew. I think, 
too, she might have received them with 
a tender acquiescence. The starlight 
was minored in her dark eyes, twisty 
eyes, with great reaches of unfathoma- 
ble space in their depths. Yet I felt 
their tenderness. 

Unfathomable strangeness qf love I 
Who am' I to write of it, with all the 
poets of all the ages striving to express 
the unexpressible? A bond, strangely 
fashioned bv nature, between me and 



this little dark-haired Earth beauty. 
As though marked by the stars we were 
destined to be lovers. . . . 

Thus raA the romance of my un- 
spoken thoughts. But I was sitting, 
quietly in ;the deck chair, striving to 
regard her gentle beauty impersonally. 
And saying:- 

"But Miss Prince, why are you and 
your brother going to Ferrok-Shahn? 
His business — ” 

Even as I voiced it, I hated myself 
dor such a question. />o nimble is the 
human mind that mingled With my 
rh^isodies of love was my need for in- 
formation of George Prince. . . . 

“Oh," she said, "this is pleasure, not 
business, for George.” It seemed to me ? 
that a shadow crossed her expressive 
face. But it waB gone in an instant, and 
she smiled. "We haVe always wanted 
to travel. We are alone in the world, 
you know — our parents died when we 
were children.” 

-w- 

I FILLED in her pause. “You will 
like Mars — so many interesting 
things to see.” 

She nodded. “Yes, I understand so. 
Our Earth iyso much the same all over, 
cast all in. one mould.” 

“But a hundred or two hundred years 
ago it was not, Miss Prince. I have 
read how the picturesque Orient, dif- 
fering from — well, Great-New York, or 
London, for instance — ” 
"Transportation did that,” she inter- 
rupted eagerly. “Made Everything the 
same — the people all look alike — dress 
alike.” 

We discussed it. She had an alert, 
eager mind, childlike with its curiosity, 
yet strangely matured. And her manner 
was naively earnest. Yet this .was no 
clinging vine, this little Anita Prince. 
There a was a firmness, a hint of mascu- 
line strength in her chin, and in her 
manner. 

"If I were a man, what wonders I 
could achieve in this marvelobs age I” 
Her sense of junior made her laugh at 
herself. "Easy for a girl to say that,” 
she added. 
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"You have greater wonders to achieve; "Yes. I think so. . . . As I was saying. 
Miss Prince,” I said impulsively. Miss Prince, you’ll enjoy Mars. A 

"Yes?; What are they?” She had a strange, aggressively forward-looking 
very frqnk and level gaze, devoid of people.” 
coquetryi.' 

My hiart was pounding. “The won-j A N oppression’ seemed oh her. She 
ders of jthe next generation. A little IXA. stirred in her chair, 
son, casj in your qwn gentle image — ’1 “Yes, they are,” she Baid vaguely. 

What j madness, this clumsy brash “My brother and I know many Martians I 
talk ! I {choked it off. I in Great-New York.” She checked her- 

1 self abruptly. Was she soiTy she. had 

B UT she took no offense. The dark said that? It seemed so. 'f 
rose-petals of her cheeks were Miko was coming back. He stopped 
mantled deeper red, but she laughed. | this time before us. 

“That is true.” She turned abruptly “Your brother would see you, Anita, 
serious. ,“I should not laugh. The won- He sent me to bring you to his room." 
ders of jthe next generation — conquer! The glance he shot me had a touch 

ing humans marching on. . Her of insolence. I stood up, and- he towered 
voice trailed away. My hand went to a head over me. > 
her am. Strange tingling something Anita said, “Oh yes. I’ll come.” 
which poets call love I It burned and , I bowed. “I will see j?ou again, Min 
surged from my trembling fingers intd Prince. I thank you for a pleasant half- 
fhe flesh of her forearm. ! hour.” 



The starlight glowed in her eyes. 
She seemed to be gazing, not at the 
silver-lit deck, but^away into distant 
reaches' of the future. And she mur- 
mured :j 

“A little son, cast in my own gentle 
image. But yrith the strength of hit 
father. ...” *" . j 

Our moment. Just a breathless moj- 
ment gi ven us as we sat there with mjr 
hand bprning her arm, as though we 
both m gbt be seeing ourselveB joined 
in a nelw individual — a little son, cast 
in his Another’s gentle image 1 and with 
the strength of his father. Our mo- 
ment, ind then, it was over. A step 
sounded. I sat back* The giant gray 
figure {of Miko*camd past, his great 
cloak spraying, with hjs clanking sword- 
ornament beneath it. Hfs bullet head, 
with its close-clipped hair, was hatless. 
He gated at us, swaggered past, and 
turned{ the deck corner. 

Our i moment was gone. Anita said 
conventionally, “It has been pleasanp 
to talkl with you, Mr. Haljan.” . \ 

“But we’ll have many more,” I said. 
“Ten days—’’ 

“Yoq think we’ll reach Fetrok-Shahn 

on schyd-.i ! e?“ 



The Martian led her away. Her little 
figure was like a child with a giant It 
Beemed, as they passed the length of 
the deck with me staring after them, 
^hat he took h^r arm roughly. And that 
she shrank from him in fear. 

, And they did not go inside. As 
though to show me that he had merely 
taken her from me, he stopped at a 
distant deck window and stood talking 
to her. Once he picked her up as/ one 
would pick up a child to show jt some 
distant object through the window. 

“A little son with the strength of hie 
father. . . .” Her words echoed in my 
mind. Was Anita afraid of this Mar- 
tian’s wooing? Yet held to him by Borne 
power he might have ovgr her brother? 
The vagrant thought struck me. 

Was it that? * 

CHARTER VIII 
A Scream in the Night 

W E kept, on the Planetara, al- 
ways the time and routine of 
our port of departure. The rept of that 
afternoon and evening w jre a blank 
of confusion to m^s Anita's words; the 
touch of my hand upon her arm; that 
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vast realm of what might be for us, 
like a glimpse of a magic land of hap- 
piness which I had seen in her eyes, 
and perhaps She had seen in mine — all 
♦lii a surged within me. 

I wandered about the vessel. I was 
not hungry. I did not go to the. dining 
salon for dinner. I carried ’Johnson 
food and water to his cage; and sat, 
with my heat-cylinder upon him, listen- 
ing to his threats of what would hap- 
pen when he could complain to the 
line's higher officials. 1 

But what was Johnson doing carry- 
ing a plan ofithe ship’s control rooms 
in his pflkets? And worse: How had 
he dared open Snap’s box in the helio- 
room and abstract the code pass-words 
for this voyage? Without them we 
would be an outlawed vessel, subject 
to arrest if any patrol hailed us. Had 
Johnson been planning to sell those 
pass-words to Miko ? I thought so. I 
tried to get the confession out of him, 
but could not. 

I had a brief consultation with Cap- 
tain Carter. He was genuinely appre- 
hensive now. The Planetara carried no 
lonjjfirange guns, and very few side- 
arms. A half-dozen of the heat-ray 
hand projectors; a few old-fashioned 
Weapons of explosion-rifles and auto- 
matic revolvers. And hand projectors 
with the new Benson .curve-light. We 
had models of this for curved vision, 
•o that onefmight see around a corner, 
■o to speak. And with them, we could 
project the heat-ray in. a curve as well. 

f | ’ HE weapons were all in Carter’s 
X chart room, save the few we of- 
ficers always carried. Carter was ap-* 
prehensive, but- of what fat could not 
ay. He had not thought that oifr plan 
to stop at the Moon for treasure could 
affect this outward voyage. Any dan- 
ger would be upon the way back, when 
the Planetara would be adequately 
guarded with long-range electronic 
guns, and manned with police-soldiers.. 

But now we were practically (defense- 
less. ... 

I had a moment with Venza, but she 



had nothing new to communicate to me. 

And for half an hour I chatted with 
George. Prince. He seemed a gay, 
pleasantf~Voung man. I could- almost 
have fancied I liked him. Or was it 
because he wjto Anita’s brother? He 
told me how lie looked forward to 
traveling with her on Mars. No, he had 
never been th£re before, he said. 

He had a measure of Anita’s earnest 
naive personality. Or was he a very 
clever scoundrel, with irony lurking in 
his soft voice, and a chuckle that he 
could so befool me? 

“We’ll talk again, Haljah. You in- 
terest me-J’ve enjoyed it.” 

He sauntered away from me, joining 
the saturnine Ob Hahn, with whom 
presently I heard him discussing re- 
ligion, r 

The arrest of Johnson had caused 
considerable comment among the pas- 
sengers. A few had seen me drag him 
forward to the cage. The incident had 
beeri the subject of passenger discus- 
sion all afternoon. Captain Carter had 
posted i notice to the effect that John- 
son’s accounts had been found m seri- 
ous error, ana that Dr. Frank for this 
voyage would act in his stead. 

I T was near midnight when Snap and 
I closed and sealed the helio-room 
and started for the chart-room, where 
we were to meet with Captain Carter 
and the other officers.. The passenger! 
had nearly all retired. A game was in 
progress in the smoking Toom, but the 
deck was almost deserted. 

Snap and I were passing along one 
of the interior corridors. The state- 
room doors, with the illumined names 
of the passengers, were all closed. The 
metal grid of the floor echoed our foot- 
steps. Snap was in advance of me. His 
body suddenly rose in the air. He went 
like a balloon to the ceiling, struck it 
gently, and all in a heap came Boating 
down and landed on the floor! 

"What in the infernal! — ” 

He was laughing as he picked him- 
self up. But Jt was a brief laugh. We 
knew what had happened : the artificial 
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gravity-controls in the base of the ship, 
whiclp by magnetic force gave us nor- 
mality aboard, were being tampered 
with ('For just this instant,' this par- 
ticular sma^l -section of this corridor 
had been cut off. The slight bulk of the 
Planptara, floating in space, had no ap- 
preciable gravity pull on Snap's body, 
and the impulse of his sfep as he came 
to ttye unmagnetized area of the cor- 
ridor had thrown him to the ceiling. 
The krea was normal qow. Snap and j I 
tested it gingerly. 

He gripped me. "That never weijt 
wrong by accident, Gregg I Someone 
down there — ” ! 






were 

diffei 

shou 



E rushed to the nearest descend- 
. . ing ladder. In the deserteid 
lower rpora the bank of dials stoo|d 
neglected. A score of dials and switches 
here, governing the magnetism of 
'ent areas of the ship. Thei|e 
d have been a night operator, blit 
he wjas gone. « | 

THen we saw him lying nearby, 
sprawled face down on the floor I In 
the nileoce and dim lurid glow of the 
fluoi escent tubes, we stood holding ou)r 
brea hi, peeking and listening, hro one 
here _ ; , 

T1 e guard was hot dead. He lay ufl- 
cons :ious from a blow on the head. A 
braw ny fellow. We had him revived in 
a fe v moments. A broadcast fl a sh of 
the call-buzz brought Dr. Frank ih 
hast : from the chart-room. 

/hat’s the matter?” 

We pointed at the unconscious man. 
“Someone Iwas here,” I said hastily. 
“Ex Jerimpnting with the magnetic 
switches Evidently unfamiliar with 
theip — pulling one or Another to test 
their workings and so see the reaction^ 
on dhe dials.” 

We told him what had happened to 
Snaj) in the upper corridor. 

Dp. Frank revived the guard in a mo* 
menp. He was no worse off for the 
episbdc, save a lump on his head, and 
a nasty headache. 

But he had little to tell us. He had 
heard a step. Saw nothing — and then 



had been struck oil the head, by sotat 
invisible assailant. 

W E left him nursing his head, 
sitting belligerent at his post 
Armed riow with my ^pat-ray cyl infer 
which I loaned him. 

“Strange doings this voyage,’’ he told 
ua. “All, the crew knows it — all been 
talkin' about it. I stick it out now, but 
when we get back home, I’m done with, 
this star travelin'. I belong on the lei 
anyway. A good old freighter is all 
right for me.” 

We hurried back to the fipper level 
We would indeed have to plan sonw- 
thing at this chart-room conference. 
This was the first tangible attack om 
adversaries had made. \ 

We were on the passenger .deck 
headed for the chart rootq when all 
three of us stopped short, frozen with 
horror. Through the silent passenger 
quarters a scream rang out I A girl'i 
shuddering, gasping scream. Terror m 
it. Horror. Or a Bcream of agony. In 
the silence of the dully vibrating skip 
it was utterly horrible. It lasted sn 
instant — a single long scream ; then wa 
abruptly stilled. 

And with blood pounding my temples 
and rushing like ice through my veins, 
I recognized it. 

Anita I 



CHAPTER IX 
The Murder in A 22 

OOD Goto, what was that?” Dr. 

VJT Frank's face had gone white in 
the starlight. .Snap stood like a statue 
of horror. 

The deck here was patched as al- 
ways, silver radiance from the deck 
ports. The empty deck chairs stood, 
about. The scream was stilled, but now 
' we h^prd a commotion inside — the rasp 
of opening cabin doors ; questions from 
frightened passengers; the scurry of 
feet. | 

I found' my voice. "Anita 1 Anita 
Prince I” 

“Come on I” shouted Snap. “Was it 
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die Prince girl ? I thought so too I In 
her stateroom, A 22 1" He was dashing 
(or the lounge archway. 

Dr. Frank Slid I followed. I realized 
that we passed the deck door and win- 
dow of A 22. But they were dark, and 
evidently sealed on the inside. The dim . 
lounge was in a turmoil; passengers 
standing at their cabin doors. I heard 
Sir Arthur Coniston : 

“I say; what was that ?” 

“Over there,” said another man. 
"Come back inside, Martha.” He shoved 
his wife back. “Mr. tfaljan!” He 
plucked at me as I went past. 

I shouted, "Go back to your rooms I 
We want order here — keep back I” 

We came to the twin doors of A 22 
and A 20. Both were closed. Dr. Frank 
was in advance of Snap and me. He 
paused at the sound.df Captain Carter's 
voice behind us. , 

“Waa it from in there? Wait a mo- 
ment I” 

Carter dashed up ; he had a large 
heat-ray projector in his hand. He 
shoved us aside. “Let me in first. Is the 
door sealed? Gregj», keep those pas- 
sengers back I” 

T HE door was not sealed. Carter 
burst into the room. I heard him 
pap, "GoooGod I” 

Snap and I shoved back three or four 
crowding, passengers, and in that in- 
stant Dr. Frank had been in the room 
and out again. 

“There’s been an accident I Get back, 
Gregg I Snap, help’ him keep the crowd 
away.” He shovetT me forcibly. 

From, within. Carter was shouting, 
"Keep them out I Where are you, 
Frank? Come back here) Send a flash 
{or Balch — I want Balch 1” 

Dr. Frank went back into the room 
and banged the cabin door upon Snap 
and me. I was unarmed — I had loaned 
my cylinder to the guard in the lower 
corridor. Weapon in hand, Snap forced 
the painic-atricken passengers back to 
their rooms. 

“It’s all right I An accident I Miss 
Prince is' hurt.” 



Snap reassured them glibly; but he 
knew no more about it than I. Moa, 
with a night-robe drawn tight around 
her thin, tall flgure, edged up ‘to me. 
“What has happened, Set Hal j an?” 
I gazed around for tier brother Miko, 
but did not Bee him. 

"An accident,” I said shortly. "Go 
back to your room. Captain's orders.” 
She eyed me and then retreated. Snap 
was threatening everybody with his 
cylinder. Balch dashed up. "What in 
the hell? Where’s Carter?” 

"In there.” I pounded on A 22. It 
opened cautiously. I could see only 
Carter, but I heard the murmuring 
voice of Dr. Frank through the interior 
connecting door to A 20. 

T HE captain rasped, “Get out, Hal- 
jan I Oh, is that you, Balch ? Come 
in.” He admitted the older officer and 
slammed the door again upon me. And 
immediately reopened it. 

"Gregg, keep the passengers quiet. 
Tell them everything’s all right. Miss 
Prince got frightened, that’s all. Then' 
go up tcj the^urrct. 'Tell Blackstone 
what’s happened.” 

“Bur I don't know what's happened,” 
I protested miserably. 

Carter was grim and white. He whis- 
pered, “I think it may turn out to be 
miirdef, Gregg! No, not dead yet— Dr. 
Frank is^ trying — Don’t stand there like 
an ass, man! Get to the turret! Verify 
our trajectory — no — wait — ” 

The captain- was almost incoherent. 
“Wait a minute, I don't mean thqj! Tell 
Snap to watch his helio-room. Gregg, 
you and Blackstone stay in the chart- 
room. Arm yourselves and gua^d our 
weapons. By God, this murderer, who- 
ever he is — ” «. 

I stammered, “If — if she dies — will 
you flash us word?” 

He stared at me strangely. “I’ll be 
there presently, Gregg.” 

He slammed ^the door upon me. 

I followed hrs orders, but it was like 
a dream of horror. The turmoil of the 
ship gradually* quieted.. Snap went to 
the . helio-room ; Blackstone and I aat 
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in -the tiny steel chart-room. How much 
lime passed, I do not know. I was cod- 
Jhi^dd. Anita hurt! She might die. . ... 
Murdfred. . . But why? By whom? 
Hap ueorge Prince been in his own 
room when the attack came ? I thought ■ 
now I recalled hearing the low murmur 
of Ihis voice in there with Dr. Frank-, 
ana Carter. , - 

Where was Miko? It stabbed at me. 

I had not seen him among the pas- 
sengers" in the lounge. i 

ARTER came into the chart room. 

“Gregg, you get to bed — you look 
like a ghost I" 

-But — ” j 

"She’s not dead — she may live. -£)| 
Frank and her brother are with hei 
They're doing all they can.” He to! 
us what had happened. Anita ar_ 
George Prince had both' been asleep, 
ea<h in their respective I'ooms. Some- 
on : unknown had opened Anita’B coy- 
rid or door. 

‘Wasn’t it sealed?” I demanded, j 

* Yes. But the intruder opened itj” 

* Burst it ? I didn't think it wqs 

bn ken.” | 

' It wasn’t broken. The assailant 
op- -ned it somehow, and assaulted Mias 
Pr nee— *h<it her in tlhe chest with a 
he; it ray. Her left lung.” 

‘ She is conscious ?” Balch demanded. 
'lYes. But she did not see who did it. 
Not did Prince. Her screapn awakened 
him, but the intruder evidently fled out 
thq corridor door of A 22, the way he 
entered.” I * 

I stood weak and shaken at the chart- 
room entrance. "A little son, cast imthje 
gentle image of his mother. But with 
thq strength of his father. . .” Blit 

Anita— dying, perhaps; and all my 
dreams were fading into a memory q'f 
whpt might have been. 

"iYou go to bed, Gregg — we don't 
need you.” i 

I was glad enough to get away. I 
wojild lie down for an hour, and then 
go I to Anita’s stateroom. I'd demand 
thak Pi*. Frartk let me see her, if only 
fori a moment. 
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I - WENT to the stem deck-spaca 
where my cubby was located, kj 
mind was confused, but some instinct 
within me made me verify the seals of 
my door and window. They were intact 
I entered cautiously, switched on da 
dimmer of the tube-lights, and searched 
the room. It had only a bunk, my tiny 
desk, a chair and clothes robe. 

There was no evidence of any in. 
tTuder here. I set my door and window 
alarm. Then I dudiphoned to the helia- 
room. 

“Snap ?” 

"Yes.” i \ 

I told him about Anita. Carter cot 
in on us from the chart-rdom. “Stop 
toat, you fools I” 

®We cut off. Fully dressed, I flung 
myself on my bed. Anita might die. ... 

I tnust have fallen into a tortured 
s^eep. I was awakened by the sound of 
my alarm buzzer. Someone was tamper- 
ing with my door! Then the buzzer 
ceased; the marauder outside most 
have found a way of silencing it. But 
it had done its work — awakened me. 

I had switched off the light; my 
cubby was Stygian dark. A heat-cylin- 
der was in the bunk-bracket over my 
head; I searched for it, pried it loose 
so|tly. 

/I was fully awake. Alert. I could 
/near a faint sizzling — someone outside 
frying to unseal the door. In the dark- 
dess, cylinder in hand, I crept from the 
bunk. Crouched at the door. This time 
I Would capture or kill thii; night 
proWler. 

T HE' sizzling was .faintly audible. 

My door-seal was breaking. Upon 
impulse I reached for the door, jerked 
it open. 

No one there ! The starlit segment of 
deck was empty. But I had leaped, and 
I struck a solid body, crouching in the 
doorway. A giant man. Miko I 
His electronized metallic robe burned 
my hands. I lunged against him — I was 
almost as surprised as. he. I shot, but 
the stab of heat evidently* missed him. 
The shock of my encounter close- 
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Rrcnited his robe; he materialized in 
tfee starlight. A brief, savage encounter. 
Re struck the weapon from my hand. 
Re bad dropped his hydrdgen torch, 
•nd tried to grip me. Bu* I twisted 
any from his hold. 

“So it’s you I" 

“Be quiet, Gregg Haljan I I . only 
mat to talk.” 

Without warning, a stab of radiance 
■hot from a weapon in his hand. It 
caught me. Ran like ice through my 
veins. Seized and npmbcd my limbs. 

I fell helpless to the deck. Nerves 
sod muscles paralyzed. My tongue .was 
thick and'inert. I copld not speak, nor 
move. But I could see Miko bending 
.over me. And hear him; 

“I don’t want to kill you, Haljan. We 
need you.” 

He gathered me up like a bundle in 
hit huge arms; carried me swiftly 
across the deserted. deck. 

Snap’s helio-room in the network 
under the dome was diagonally over- 
head. A white actinic light shot from it 
—caught us, bathed us. Snap had been 
tvrake; had heard the slight commotion 
of our encounter. 

His voice rang shrilly : “Stop I I'll 
shootr His warning siren rang out to 
arouse the ship. His spotlight clung to 
us. 

Miko ran with me a few steps. Then 
he cursed and dropped me, fled away. 
I fell like a sack of carbide to the deck. 
My senses faded into blackness. 

“TTE’S all right now.” 

A X I was in the chart-room, with 
Captain Carter, Snap and Dr. Frank 
beading over me. The surgeon said, 

"Can you speak now, Gregg?” 

I tried it. My tongue was thick, but 
k would move. “Yes.” 

I was soon revived. I sat up, with 
Dr. Frank vigorously rubbing me. 

To all right.” I told them what had 
happened. 

Captain Carter said abruptly, "Yes, 
we know that. And it was Miko also 
who killed Anita Prince. She told us 
before she died.” 



“Died I ...” I leaped, to my feet. 
"She . . . died. . . .” 

"Yes, Gregg. An hour ago. Miko got 
into, -her stateroom and tried to force 
his love on her. She repulsed him — he 
killed her." 

It struck me blank. And then with a 
rush came the thought, "He says Miko 
killed her. . . .” 

I heard myself stammering, "Why — 
why we must get him I” I gathered fny 
witss a surge of hate swept me ; a wild 
desire for vengeance. 

"Why, by, God, where is he? Why 
don’t you go get him? I’ll get him — 
I’ll kill him, t tell you!” 

"Easy, Gregg 1” Dr. Frank gripped 
me. * 

The captain said gently, "We know 
how you feel, Gregg. She told us be- 
fore she died.” 

“I'll bring him in here to youl But 
I’ll kill him, I tell you I” 

“No you won’t, lad. You’re hysterical 
now. We don’t want him killed, not at- 
tacked even. Not yet. We’ll explain 
later.” 

They sat me down, calming me. 

Anita dead. T*' door of the shinin- 
garden was closed. A brief glinqpsc, 
given, to me and to her of what might 
have been. And now she was dead. . . , 

CHAPTER X 

A Speck of Human Earth-dust, Falling 
Free. . . . 

I HAD not been able at first to under- 
stand why Captain Carter wanted 
Miko left at liberty. Within me there 
was that cry of vengeance, as though 
to strike Miko down would somehow 
'lessen my own grief at Anita’s, loss. 
Whatever Carter’s purpose, Strap had 
not know/i it. But Balch and Dr. Frank 
were in the captain's confidence — all 
three of them working on some plan of 
action. Snap and I argued it, and 
thought we could fathom it; aiid in 
spite of my depire to kill Miko, the 
thing looked reasonable. 

It was obvious that at least two of 
our passengers tore plotting with Miko 
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and George Prince; trying during this 
voyage to learn what they could about 
Grpntline's activities on the Moot) ; 
scheming doubtless to seize the treasure 
when' the Planetara stopped at the Mooin 
on the return voyage. I thought I could 
name those masquerading passengers. 
Ob Hahn, supposedly a Venus Mystic. 
And Ranee Rankin, who called himself 
an American magician. Those two. 
Snap and I agreed, seemed most sus- 
picious. And there was the purser. 

With my hysteria still on me, I spt 
for 1 a time oh the deck outside the 
ch^rt-room with Snap. Then Carter 
summoned us back, and we sat listen- 
ing while he, Balch and Dr. Frank 
wept on with their conference. Listen^ 
ing to them I could not but agree ‘thpt 
ou£ best plan was to secure evidence 
winch would incriminate all who were 
concerned in the plot. Miko, we were 
Convinced, had been the Martian who 
followed g nap and me from Halsey’s 
office in Great-New York. George 
Prince had doubtless been the invisihje 
eavesdropper outside the helio-room. 
He knew, and had told the others, that 
Grfentline had found radium ore on the 
Mcjon — that the Planetara would stop 
thdre on the way home. 

B UT we could not incarcerate 
George Prince for being an eaves- 
dropper. Nor had we the faintest tangi- 
ble! evidence against Ob, Hahn or Ranee 
Rapkin. And even the purser would 
probably be released by the Interplane- 
tarjy Court of Ferrok-Shahn when it 
hedrd our evidence. 

■there was only Miko. We could ar- 
resf him for the murder yf Anita. But 
thq others would be put on their guard 
It Was Carter’s idea to let Miko remain 
at |liberty for a time and see if we 
coiild not identify and incriminate his 
felfowB. The murder of Anit^obviousjy 
had nothing to do with any plot againBt 
the Grantline Moon treasure. 

jW,hy,” exclaimed Balch, "there 
might be — probably are — huge Martian 
interests concerned in this thing. These 
men here aboard are only emissaries, 



making this voyage to learn what the* 
can. When they get to Ferrok-Shala 
they’ll make their report, and then well 
have a real danger on our hands. Why, 
an outlaw ship could be launched fam 
Ferrok-Shahn that would beat us back 
to the Moon — and Grantline is entirely 
without warning of any danger I’’ 

It seemed obvious. Unscrupulot^ 
moneyed criminals in FerTok-Shalm 
would be dangerous indeed, once 
details of Grantline were given than 
And so now it was decided that in the 
remaining nine dayB of pur outward 
voyage, we would attempt to aecare 
enough evidence to arrest all tlifw 
plotters. 

“I’ll have them all in the cage when 
we land,” Carter' declared grimly. 
“They'll make no report to their princi- 
pals. The thing will end, be stamped 
out I” 

Ah, the futile plana of men I 

Y ET we thought it practical We 
were all doubly armed now. Ei- 
plosive bullet-projectors and the heat- 
ray cylinders. And we had several 
eavesdropping microphones which we 
planned to use whenever occasion of- 
fered. 

It' was now, Earth Eastern Time, 
A. M. Twenty-eight hours only of this 
eventful voyage were passed. The 
Planetara was some six million miles 
from the Earth; it blazed behind sa 
a tremendous gidnt. 

The body of Anita was being made 
ready for burial. George Prince was 
still in his stateroom-' Glutz, effeminate 
little hairdresser, who waxetj rich act- 
ing as beauty doctor for the women 
passengers, and who in his youth had 
been an undertaker, had gone with Dr. 
Frank to prepare^the body. 

Gruesome details. I tried not to 
tlj>nk of them. I sat, numbed, in the 
chart-room. 

An astronomical burial — there waa 
little precedent for it. I dragged my- 
self to the sterfi deck-space where, «t 
five A. M„ the ceremony took place. 
Most of the passengers were ail cep. 
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mu ware of all *tlus4-which was why 
Cuter hastened it. 

We were, a solemn little group, 
gathered there in the checkered star- 
light with the great vault of the 
heavens around us. A dismantled elec- 
tronic projector — necessary when a 
long-range gun was mounted — had been 
rigged up in one of the deck ports. 

They brought out the body. I stood 
apart, gazing reluctantly at the small 
bundle, wrapped like a mummy in a 
dark metallic screen-cloth. A patch of 
black silk rested over her face. 

F OUR cabin stewards carried her. 

And beside her walked George 
Prince. A long black robe cov.CTed him, 
but his head was bare. And suddenly 
he reminded me of the ancient play- 
character of Hamlet. His black, wavy 
hair; his finely ■ chiseled, pallid face, 
set now in a diem, patrician cast. And 
■taring, I realized that however much 
of a villain this man not yet thirty 
might be, at this instant, walking be- 
side the body of his dead sister, he was 
stricken with grief. He loved that 
sister with whom he had lived since 
childhood; and to see him now, with 
his set white face, no one could 
doubt it 

The little procession stopped .in a 
patch of starlight by the port. They 
rested the body on a bank of chairs. 
The black-rpbed Chaplain, roused from 
his bed and still trembling from excite- 
ment of this sudden, inexplicable death 
on board, said a brief, solemn little 
prayer. An appeal : That the Almighty 
Ruler of all these blazing worlds might, 
guard the soul of this gentle girl whose 
mortal remains were now to be returned 
to Him. 

Ah., if ever God Burned hovering 
dose, it was now at this instant, on 
this starlit deck floating in the black 
void of space. 

Then Carter for just a moment re- 
moved the black shroud from her face. 
■ I saw her brother gaze silently ; saw 
him stoop and implant a kiss — and turn 
'away. I did not want to look, but I 
4a. St. 



found myself moving slowly forward. 

S HE lay, so beautiful.' H$r face, 
white and calm arid peaceful in 
dfcath. My sight blurred. Words 
seemed to echo: “A little son, cast in 
the gentle image of his mother. . . .” 
“Easy, Gregg I” Snap was whisper- 
ing to me. He- had his arm around me. 
"Come on away I”" 

■"They tied the shroud over her face. 

I did not see them as they put her body 
in the tube, sent it through the ex- 
haust-chamber, and dropped it. 

But a moment later I saw'it — a small 
black oblong bundle hovering beside 
us. It was perhapB a hundred feet 
away, circling us. Held by the Plane- 
tara’s bulk, it had momentarily become 
our satellite. It swung around ub like 
a moon. Gruesome satellite, by nature’s 
laws forever to follow us. 

Then from another tube at the bow, 
Blackstone operated a small Zed-co-ray. 
projector. Its- dull light caught the 
floating bundle, neutralizing its metallic 
wrappings. 

It swung off at a tangent. Speeding. 
Falling free in the dome of the heavens. 
A rotating black oblong. But in a mo- 
ment distance dwindled it to a speck. 
A dull silver dot with the sunlight on 
it.. A speck of human Earth-dust, fall- 
ing free. . . 

It vanished. Anita — gone. In my 
heart waB an echo of the prayer that 
the Almighty might watch over her 
and,guard her always. . . . 

CHAPTER XI 
The Electrical Eavesdropper 

1 TURNED from the deck. Miko 
was near me I So [he had dared to 
Bhow himself here among us I But I 
realized that he could not be aware we 
knew he was the murderer. .George' 
Prince had been aBleep, had not seen 
Miko with Afeita. Miko, with impul- 
sive rage, had shot the girl, and es- 
caped. No doubt now he was cursing 
himself for having done it. And he 
could very well assume that Anita bad 
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died' without ..regaining consciousness 
to tell who had killed her. 

He gazed at me now, here on the' 
deck!. I thought for an instant he was' 
coming over to talk to me. Though; 
he probably considered he was not bus-: 
pectld of the murder of Anita, he real-| 
izedj of course, that his attack on mej 
was known; he must have wondered j 
wha( action Captain Carter would take.; 

Bpt he did not approach me; hei 
moved away, and went insidp. Moai 
had jbeen near him; and as though by: 
pre-arrangement with him she now ae-: 
c'ostfd me. * 

“Ijwant to Bpeak to you. Set Haljan." 1 

"Go ahead.” 

I felt an instinctive aversion for this; 
Martian girl. Yet Bhe was not. unat-| 
tractive. Over six feet tall, straight; 
and {slim. Sleek blond, hair. Rather aj, 
handsome face. Not (gray, like the' 
burly Miko, but pink and white. Stern- 
lipptd, yet feminine, too. She was: 
smiling gravely now. Her blue eyes: 
regarded me keenly. She said gently: 

“4 sad occurrence, Gregg Haljan.: 
And! mysterious. I would not, question: 
you-i-” 

“lb that all you have to say?’ I de- 
manded, when she paused. 

“No. You are a handsome man, Greggi 
— attractive to women — to any Martian! 
woman.” 

S |fE aaid it impulsively. Admira- 
' tion for me wasWi her face, in her 
eyes — a man cannot miss it. 

"Thank you.” , 

“I mean, I would be your friend. My! 
brother Miko it so sorry about what : 
happened between you and him this, 
morning. He only wanted to talk to: 
you,! and he came to your cubby' 
dooij — ” v , 

“With a torch to break its seal,” I in-; 
terjected. , 

She waved that away. “He was afraid i 
you would not admit him. He told you 
he would not hurt you.” 

“And so he struck me with one of 
your cursed Martian paralyzing rays I” 
“He lis sorry. . . ." 



She seemed gauging me, trying, H 
doubt, to find Out what reprisal would 
be taken against her brother. I fdt 
sure that Moa was aa active as a mm 
in any plan that was under way to cap- 
ture the Grantline treasure. Miko, with 
his ungovernable temper, was doing 
things that put their plans in jeopardy. 

I demanded abruptly,. “What did 
your brother want to talk to me about ?* 
"Me,” she said surprisingly. “I sent 
him. A Martian girl goes after what 
she wants. Did you know that?” 

She swung on her heel and left me. I 
puzzled over it. Was that why Miko 
had struck me down, and was carrying 
me off? Was my accursed masctline 
beauty so attractive to this Martian 
girl ? 1 did not think so, I could not 
believe that all theae incidents were ib' 
unrelated to what I knew was the main 
undercurrent. They wanted me, had 
tried to capture me. For something eke 
than because Moa liked my looks. . , , 

D R. FRANK found me mooning 
alone. r 

“Go to bed, Greggi You look aw- 
ful.” f 

“I don’t want to go to bed.” 
“Where’s Snap?” 

“I don’t know. He was here a whflt 
ago.” I- had not seen him since the 
burial of Anita. 

“The captain wants him.” The a at- 
geon left me. i 

Within ad hour the morning siren 
would arouse the passengers. I wm* 
seated in a secluded corner of the deck, 
when George Prince came along. He 
went past me, a slight, somber, dark- 
robed figure. He ha^ on high, thick 
boots. A hood was over his head, bat 
as he sard me he pushed it back and 
dropped down beBide me. 

But for a moment' he did not speak. 
His face showed pallid in the pallid 
star-gleams. 

“She said you loved her.” His soft 
voile was throaty with emotion. 

“Yes.” I said it almost against Of 
will. There seemed a bond springing 
between this bereaved brother and, ms 
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He added, so softly I could barely hear 
fiim, “That makes you, I think, almost 
my friend. And you thought you were 
my enemy.” 

I held my answer. An incautious 
tongue running under emotion is a 
dangerous thing. And I was sure of 
nothing. 

H E went on, “Almost my friend. 

Because — we both lhved her, and 
■he loved ub both." He was hardly 
more than whispering. “And there is 
■board— one whom we both hate.” 
“Miko I” It burst from me. 

“Yes. But do not say it.” 

Another silence fell between us. He 
brushed back the black curls from his 
forehead. Apd^is dark eyes searched 
mine. ' , 

“Have you an eavesdropping micro- 
phone, Hal j an?” ' 

I hesitated. “Yes.” ' 

“I was thinking ” He leaned closer 

toward me. “If, in half an hour, you 
could use it upon Mrko’s cabin — I 
would rather tell you than the captain 
or anyone else. The cabin will be in- 
sulated, but I Bhall find a way of cut- 
ting off that insulation so that you may 
hear.” 

So George Prince had turned with 
us I The shock of his sister’s, death — 
himself allied to her murderer! — had 
been too much for him. He was with 
us I 

Yet his help must be given secretly. 
Uiko would kill him in anlnstant if it 
became known. 

He had been watchful of the deck. 
Me stood up now. 

“I think that is all." 

As he turned away, I murmured, 
“But I do thank you. ..." 

T HE name Set Miko glowed upon 
the small metal door. It was in a 
transverse corridor similar to A 22. Tfye 
corridor was forward of the lounge ; it 
opened off the small circular library. 

The library was unoccupied and un- 
lighted, dim with only the reflected 
lights from the nearby passages. I 



crouched behind a cylinder-case, The 
door of Miko’s room was in sight, be- 
ing some thirty feet away from me. 

I waited perhaps five minutes. No 
pne entered, Then I realized that 
doubtless the conspirators ‘were al- 
ready there. I set my tiny eaves- 
dropper on the library floor beside me ; 
connected its little battery; focussed 
its projector. Was Miko’s room insu- 
lated? I could not telli There was a 
small ventilating grid above the door. 
yAcrosi nts opening, if the room were 
insulated, a blue sheen of radiance 
would be showing.- And there would 
be a faint hum. But from this distance 
I could, not see or hear such details, and 
I was afraid to approach closer. Once 
in the transverse corridor, I would have 
no place to hide, no way of escape; if 
anyone approached Miko’s door, I 
would be discovered. . 

I threw' the current Unto my little 
apparatus. I prayed, if it met inter- 
ference, that the slight sound would 
pass unnoticed. George Prince had 
said he would make opportunity to dis- 
connect the room’s insulation. He bad 
evidently done so. I picked up the in- 
terior sounck at once : ; my headphone 
vibrated with them. And with trem- 
bling fingers on the little dial between 
my knees as I crouched in the darkness 
behind the cylinder-case, I syncro- 
nized. 

“Johnson is a fool.” It was Miko’s 
voice. “We must have the pass-words.” 

“He got them from the hello-room.” 
A man’s voice; I puzzled over it at 
first, then recognized it. Ranee Ran-, 
kin. 

M IKO said, “He is a fool. Walk- 
ing around this ship aq though 
with letters blazoned on his forehead 
— ’Watch me — I need watching — ’ Hah I 
No wonder they apprehended him I” 
Was George Prince in there? Ran- 
kin’s voice said; "He would have 
turned the papers over to us. ;I would 
not blame him too much. What 
harm — ’’ 

“Oh, I’ll release him," Miko declared. 
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“Wh^t harm? That braying aaa did us 
plenty of harm. He has lost the pass- 
word*. Better he had left them in the 
helio-room." 

Mop was in the room. Her voice 
said : "We’ve got to have them. The 
Planqtara, upon such an Important voy- 
age as this, may be watched. How do 
we know — ” 

"It : is, no doubt,” Rankih said quiet- 
ly. "We ought to have the pass-words. 
When we are in control of this 
ship. . . .” 

It sent a shiver through me. Were 
they 'planning to try and seize the 
Planetara ? Now ? It seemed no. 

“Johnson undoubtedly memorized 
them,” Moa was saying. “When \ye get 
him out — ” 

“Hahn is to do that, at the signal.” 
Mika added, "George could do it better, 
perhaps.” 

And then -I heard George Prince for 
‘the first time. He murmured, “I will 
try”! 

"Nb need," said Miko. "I praise 
where praise is deserved. And I have 
little praise for you now, George I" 

I could not see what happened. A 
look, perhaps, which Prince could not 
avoid giving this man he had come to 
hate.; Miko .doubtless saw it, and the 
Martian’s hot anger leaped.” 

Rankin said hurriedly, “Stop that I” 

Apd Moa : “Let him alone I Sit down, 
you fool!" 

I COULD hear the sound of a; scuf- 
flb. A blow — a cry, half suppressed, 
from George Prince. 

Th|en Miko: "I will not hurt him. 
Craven coward 1 Look at him I Hating 
me — frightened I” 

I could fancy George^ Prince sitting 
there, with murder in his heart, and 
Miko taunting him: 

“Hates me now, because I shot his 
sister I” s 

Moa: "Hush!” 

“I will not I Why should I not say 
it? I will tell you something else, 
George Prince. It was not Anita I shot 
at, bqt you I I meant nothing for her, 



; but love. If you had not interfered— P 
j This was different from what we had 
figured. George Prince had come in 
i from his own room, had tried to rescue. 
| his sister, and in the scuffle, Anita had 
[taken the shot intended for George. 

"I did not even know I had hit her,* 
Miko was saying. “Not until I heard 
she was dead.” He added sardonically, 
“I hoped it was yon I had hit, George, 
i And I will tell you this: You hate me 
:no more than I hate you. If it were 
i not for your knowledge of radium 
! ores — ” 

“Is this to be a personal wrangle?* 
i Rankin interrupted. “I thought we 
were here to plan — ” 

“It is planned,” Miko said shortly. “I 
: give orders, I do not plan. I am wait- 
; ing now for the moment — ” 

H E checked himself. Moa said, 
"Does Rankin understand that 
j no harm is to come to Gregg flaljan?* 

! "Yes,” said Rankin. "And Dean. We 
j need them, of course. But you cannot 
; make Dean send messages if he refuses, 
j nor make Haljan navigate.” 

”1 know enough to check on them,* 
Miko Baid grimly. “They will not fool 
i me. And they will obey me, have no 
1 fear. A little touch of sulphuric—*. 
His laugh was gruesome. “It makes 
. the most stubborn very willing.” 
j “I wish,” said Moa, “we had Haljan 
; safely hidden. If he is hurt — killed—* 
So that was why Miko had tried to 
: capture me ? To keep me safe so that 
I might navigate the ship. 

It occurred to me that I should get 
Carter at once. A plot to seize the 
Planetara? But when?' 

I froze with startled horror. 

The diaphragms at my ears rang with 
Miko’s words: “I have set the time foij 
now! In two minutes — ” 

It seemed to startle both Rankin and. 
George Prince almost as much as L 
Both-exclaimed : 

“No I” 

"No? Why not? Everyone is at bis 
post I” 

Prince repeated : "No I" j 




BRIGANDS OF THE MOON] .( 



341 



And Rankin : “But can we trust 
them? The stewards — the crew?” 
"Eight of them are our own ment 
You didn't know that, Rankin ? They’ve 
been aboard the Plarietara for several 
voyages. Oh, this is ncf quicldy- 
planned affair, even though we let you 
in on-it so recently. You and Johnson. 
By God I” 

I CROUCHED tense. There was a 
commotion in the stateroom. Miko 
had discovered that his insulation was 
cut off I He had evidently leaped to his 
feet; I heard a chair overturn. And 
the Martian’s roar : "It’s off 1 Did you 
do that, Prince? Bjr God, if I 
thought — ” 

My apparatus went suddenly dead as 
Miko flung on his insulation. I lost my 
wits in the confusion; I should have 
instantly taken off my vibrations. 
There was interference; it showed in 
the dark space of the ventilator grid 
over Miko’s doorway ; a snapping ii> the 
Stir there, a swirl of sparks. 

I heard with my unaided earB Miko's 
roar over his /insulation : “By God, 
they’re listening I” 

The scream of a band-siren sounded 
from bis stateroom. It rang over the 
■hip. His signal I I heard it answered 
from some distant point. And then a 
■hot; a commotion in the lower corri- 
dors. . . . 

The attack upon the Planetara had 
started! 

I was on my feet. The shoutB of 
startled passengers sounded, a turmoil 
beginning everywhere. 

I stood momentarily transfixed. The 
door of Miko’s stateroom burst open. 
He stood there, with Moa, Rankin apd 
George Prince crowding behind him. 
He saw me-. "You, Gregg Haljan I” 
He came leaping at me. 

CHAPTER XII 
The Weightless Combat 

I WAS taken wholly by surprise. 

There was an instant when I stood 
numbed, fumbling for a weapon : at my 



belt, undecided whether to run or stand 
my ground. Miko waB no more than 
twenty feet from me: He checked his 
forward rush. The light from an over- 
head tube was on him; I saw in his 
hand the cylinder projector of his 
'paralyzing ray. 

I plucked my heat cylinder from my 
belt, and fired without fbking aim. My 
tiny heat-beam flashed. I must have 
grazed Miko’s hand. His roar of anger 
and pain rang out over the turmoil*. He 
'dropped his weapon; then stooped to 
pick it up. But Moa forestalled him. 
Shd leaped and seized it. 

"Careful! Fool — you promised not 
to hurt him!” 

A confusion of swift action. Ran- 
kin had turned and darted away. I Baw 
George Prince stumbling half in front 
of the struggling Miko and Moa. And 
I heard .footsteps beside me; a hand 
gripped me, jerked at me. 

Over the turmoil Prince's voice 
sounded : "Gregg — Haljan I” 

I recall I had the impression that 
Prince was frightened; he had half 
fallen in front of Miko. And there was 
Miko’s voice; 

“Let gO 4t met” 

And Moa: "Cornel” 

It was Balch gripping me. "Gregg! 
This way — rufi I Get out of here I 
He’ll kill you with that ray — ” 

Miko's ray flashed, but George Ppnce 
had knocked at his arm. I did not /dare 
fire again. Prince was in the way. 
Balch, who was unanhed,' shoved me 
violently back. { 

“Gregg — the chart-room !’’ 

1 TURNED and ran, with Balch af- 
ter me. Prince had fallen, or been 
felled by Miko. A flash followed me. 
l^iko’s weapon, but again it mUsed. He 
did not pursue me; he ran the other 
way, through the port-side door of the 
library. 

Balch aqd I found ourselves in the 
lounge. Shouting, frightened passen- 
gers were everywhere. The place was 
in wild confusion, the whole ship ring- 
ing now with shouts. 
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“T<J the chart-room, Gregg I” 

I called to the paaaengers : “Get back 
to your rooms I" 

„ I followed Balch. We ran through 
the archway to the deck. In the star- 
light 'I saw figures scurrying aft, but ' 
none Were near us. The deck forward 
was dim with heavy shadows. The oval 
windows and door of the chart-room 
were jblue-yellow from the tube-lights 
inside. No one seemed on the deck 
there; and then, as we approached, I 
saw, further forward in the bow, the 
Wap-door to the cage standing open. 
Johnson had been released, 

Fro^n one of the chart-room windows 
a heat-ray sizzled. It barely missed us. 
Balch' shouted, “Carter — don’t I" 

The captain called, “Oh — you, Balch- 
— and) Haljan — ” 

He I came out on the deck as we 
rushed up. His left arm was dangling 
limp. | 

“God — this—” He got no further. 
FromJ the turret overhead a tiny 
search-beam came down and disclosed 
us. Blackstone was supposed to be on 
duty jip there, with a course-master at 
the controls. But, glancing up^I saw, 
illumined by the turret lights, the fig- 
ures of Ob Hahn in 1% purple-white 
robe, and Johnson the-purser. And on 
the turret balcony, two fallen men — 
Blackstone and the coiirse-maater. 

J OHNSON was training' the spot- 
light on us.- And Hahn fired a Mar- 
tian ray. It struck Balch beside me. 
He dropped. 

Carter was shouting, “Inside I Gregg, 
get insidel" 

I stopped to raise up Balch. An- 
other [beam came down. A. heat-ray this 
time. | It caught the fallen Balch full 
in the{ chest, piercing him through. The 
smell bf his burning fleBh rose to sicken 
me. Ke was dead. I dropped his body. 
Carter shoved me into the chart-room. 

In tjhe small, steel-lined room. Carter 
and l| slid the door closed. We were 
alone j hc^e. The thing had come so 
quick)/ it' had taken Captain Carter, 
like iA all, wholly .unawares. We had 



anticipated spying eavesdroppers, but 
i not this open brigandage. No more thm 
a minute or two had passed since 
i Miko’s siren in hiB stateroom had given 
: the signal for the attack. Carter had 
■' been in the chart-room. Blackstone wa 
i in the turret. At the outbreak of con- 
fusion, Carter dashed out to see Hahn 
releasing Johnson from the cage. From 
the forward chart-room window now I 
; could see where Hahn with a torch 1yd 
: broken the cage- seal. The torch lay on 
the deck. There had been an exchange 
of shots; Carter’s arm was paralysed;. 
Johnson and Hahn had escaped. t 
Carter was as confused as I. There 
had simultaneously been an encounter 
jup in the turret. Blackstone and the 
i course-master were killed. The look- 
1 out had been shot from his post in the 
i forward observatory. His body dan- 
gled now, twisted half in and half oat 
j-of his window. 

W E could see several of Miko'i 
men — erstwhile members of our 
| crew and steward-corps — scurrying 
j from the turret along the upper bridge! 
toward the dark and silent helio-room. 

; Snap-sires up there. But was he? The 
| helio-room glowed suddenly with dim 
‘light, but there was no evidence of a 
fight there. The fighting seemed most- 
' ly below the deck, down in the bull- 
corridors. A blended horror of sounds 
came tip to up. Screams, shouts, and 1 
the hissing and snapping of ray weap- 
ons. Our crew — such of them as were 
loyal — were making a stand down be- 
; low. But it was brief. Within a minute 
i it died away. The passbngers, amid- 
1 ships in the superstructure, were still 
: shouting. Then above them Miko'i 
roar sounded. 

“Be quiet I Go in your rooms — yon 
will not be harmdd.” 

The brigands in these few minutes 
i were in control of the ship. . All but 
: this little chart-room, where, with most 
' of the sbip’s weapons, Carter and I 
were intrenched. 

“God, Gregg, that this should come 
i upon us I” 
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Carter was fumbling with the chart- 
room weapons. "Here, Gregg, help me. 
What have you got ? Heat-ray? That’s 
all I had ^eady." 

It struck me then as I helped him 
make the connections that Carter in 
this crisis was at best an inefficient 
commander. His red face ' had gone 
splotchy purple ; his hands were trem- 
bling. Skilled as captain of a peace- 
ful liner, he was at a loss now. Nor 
could I blame him. It is easy to say 
we might have taken warning, done 
this or that, and come triumphant 
through this attack. But only the fool 
looks backward and says, “I would have 
done better.” 

I TRIED to summon my wits. The 
^ ship was' lost to us, unless Carter 
and I could do .something. Our futile 
weapons I They were all here — four or 
five heat-ray hand projectors that could 
send a pencil-ray a hundred feet or so. 

I shot one diagonally up at the turret 
where Johnson waB leering down at our 
rear window, but he saw my gesture 
and dropped back out of sight. The 
heat-beam flashed harmlessly up and 
struck the turret roof. Then acrosB the 
turret window came a sheen of radiance 
— an electro-barrage. And behind it, 
Hahn’s suave, evil face appeared) He 
shouted down: 

“We have orders to spare you, Gregg 
Haljan— or you would have been killed 
long ago I” 

My answering shot hit his barrage 
with a shower of sparks, behind which 
he stood unmoved. 

Carter handed me another weapon. 
“GTegg, try this.” 

I levelled the old explosive bullet 
projector; Carter crouched beside me. 
But before I could press the trigger, 
from somewhere down the starlit deck 
an electro-beam hit me. The little rifle 
eaplqfled. buret its breech. I sank back ' 
to th?hoor, tingling from the shock of 
the hostile Current. My hands were 
blackened from the exploding powder. 
Carter seized me. “No use I Hurt ?” 
"No." 



T HE Btars through the dome-win- 
dows were swinging. A long swing 
— the shadows and starlit patches on 
the deck were all shifting. J*he Plane- 
tara was turning. The heavens re- 
volved in a great round sweep of move- 
ment, then settled as we took our new 
aourse. Hahn at the turret controls 
had swung us. The earth and the sun 
showed over our bow quarter. The 
sunlight mingled red-yellow with the 
btilfiant starlight. Hahn’s signals were 
sounding ; I heard them answered from 
the mechanism rooms down below. 
Brigands there — in full control: The 
gravity plates were being set to the 
new positions; we were on our new 
course. Headed a point or two off the 
Earth-line. Not headed for the moon? 
I wondered. . 

Carter.and I were planning nothing. 
What was there to plan? We were un- 
der observation. A Martian paralyzing 
ray — or an electronic beam, far more 
deadly than our own puny police weap- 
ons — would have struck us the instant 
we tried to leave the chart-room. 

My swift-running thoughts were in- 
terrupted By a shout from down the 
deck. At a comer of the cabin super- 
Btucture some fifty feet from our win- 
dows the figure of Miko appeared. A 
barrage-radiance hung around him like 
a shimmering mantle.. His voice 
sounded : 

“Gregg Haljan, do y^u yield?” 

Carter leaped up from where he and 
I were crouching. Against all reason 
of safety he leaned from the low win- 
dow, waving his hamlike fist. 

“Yield? Not I am in comniand here, 
you pirate I Brigand — murderer I” 

PUSHED him back. "Careful I” 
He was spluttering, and over it 
Miko's sardonic laugh sounded. “Very 
well — but you will talk? Shall we ar- 
gue about it?” 

I Stood up. “What do yob want to 
say, Miko?*f 

Behind him the tall, thin figure of 
his sister showed. She was plucking at 
him. He turned violently. 
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‘‘I wion’t hurt himl Gregg Haljan — 
is this; a truce? You will not shoot ?" 
He wap shielding Moa. 

“No,” I called. “For a moment, no. 
A truce. ' What is it you want to Bay ?” 

I copld hear the babble of passpigers 
who were herded in the cafiin with 
brigands guarding them. George 
Prince] bareheaded, but shrouded in his 
cloak, Showed in a patch of light be- 
hind hfoa. He looked my way and then 
retreated into the lounge archway. 

Mik<^ called, "You mart yield. We 
Want you, Haljan.** 

“No dbul ’ I jeered. 

“Aliye. It is easy to kill you." 

f 

I COULD not doubt that. Carter and 
I Were little more thpi rats in a 
trap, here in the chart-rooih. But Miko 
wanted to take me alive: that was not ‘ 
so simple. He added persuasively : 

“Wei want you to help us navigate. 
Will ypu?” 

"NO.; 

* “Will you help us. Captain Carter? 
Tell your cub, this Haljan, to yield. 
You ape fools. We understand that 
Haljan; has been handling the ship’s 
mathahatics. Him wdneed most.” 
Carter roared: “Get back from there I 
This is no truce I” 

I shoved aside his levelled bullet-pro- 
jector. “Wait a minutel” I called to 
Mika. "Navigate — where?” 

“Oh,? he retorted, “that is our busi- , 
ness, not yours. When you lay down 
your weapons and cdme out of there, I 
will give you the course.” 

"Back to the earth?” I suggested. 

I could fancy him grinning behind 
the sh^en of his barrage at my ques- 
tion. '! , 

“Thelearth? Yes; — shall we go there ? 
Give me your orders, Gregg Haljan. Of 
course [ will obey them.” 

His s irdonic words were interrupted. 
And I icalized that all this parley was 
a ruse of Miko’s to take me ajive. He 
had ma|de a gesture. Hahn, watching 
from tjstr turret window, doubtless 
flashed a signal down to\the hull-cor- 
ridors. The magnetizer control under 



the yhart-room was altered, our arti- 
ficial gravity cut off. I felt the sudden 
lightness ; I gripped the window csse- 
tnent and clung, Carter was startled 
Into incautious movement. It flung 
him out into the center of the chart- 
room, this arms and legs grotesquely 
Hailing., 

A ND across the chart-room, in the 
opposite window, I felt rather 
than saw the shape of something. A 
figure — almost invisible, but not quite 
— waa trying to climb in I I flung the 
empty rifle I was holding. It hit some- 
thing solid in the window ; in a flare of 
sparks a black-hooded figure material- 
ized. A man climbing in I His weapon 
spat. There was a tiny electronic flash, 
deadly silent. The intruder had shot 
at Carter ; struck him. Carter gave one 
queer scream. He had floated to the 
floor; his convulsive movement when 
he was hit hurled him to the ceiling. 
His body struck, twitched; bounced 
back and sank inert on the floor-grid al- 
most at my feet. 

; I clung to the casement. Across the 
space of the weightless room the 
hooded intruder was also clinging. Hit 
hood fell back. It was Johnson. He 
leered at me. 

| “Killed him, the bully I Well, he de- 
served it. Now for you, Mr. Third 
Officer Haljan I” 

I But he did not dare fire at.me — Miko 
had forbidden it. I saw him reach un- 
der his robe, doubtless for a low- 
powered paralyzing ray such as Miko 
already had used on me. But he never 
got it out. I had no weapon within 
teach. I leaned into the room, still 
holding the casement, and doubled my 
legs under me. I kicked out from the 
Window. i 

The force catapaulted me acrdss the 
space of the room like a volplane. I 
struck the purser. We gripped. Our 
locked, struggling bodies bounced out 
Into the room. We struck the floor, 
surged up like balloons to the ceiling, 
Struck it with a flailing arm or a leg and 
floated back.. 4 
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G ROTESQUE, abnormal combat I 
Like fighting in weightless wa- 
ter. Johnson clutched his weapon, but 
I twisted his wrist, held his arm out- 
stretched so that he could not aim it. I 
was aware of Miko’s Voice shouting on 
the deals outside. 

Johnson’s left hand was gouging at 
my face, his fingers plucking at my 
eyes. We lunged down to the floor, then 
up again, close to the ceiling. 

I twisted his wrists. He dropped the 
weapon and it sank away . I tried to 
reach it, but could not. Then I had 
him by the throat. I was stronger 
than he, and more agile. I tried chok- 
ing him, his thick bull-neck within my 
fingers. He kicked, scrambled tore 
and gouged at me. Tried to shout, but 
it ended in a gurgle. And then, as he 
felt hiB breath stopped, his hands came 
up in an effort to tear mine loose, 

We sank agaih to the floor. We 
were momentarily upright. I felt my 
feet touch. I bent my knees. We 
sank further. 

And then I kicked Violently upward. 
Our locked bodies shot to the ceiling. 
Johnson’s head was above me. It Btruck 
the steel roof of the chart-room. A 
violent blow. I felt him go suddenly 
limp. If cast him off, and, doubling 
my body, I kicked at the ceiling. It 
sent me diagonally downward to ' the 
window, where I clung and regained 
stability. 

And I saw Miko standing on the 
deck with a weapon levelled at me I 

t 

CHAPTER XIII 
The torture 

“TTALJANl Yield or I’ll fire! 

X X Moa, give me the smaller one. 
This cursed—” 

He had in his hand- too large a pro- 
jector. Its ray would kill me. If he 
wanted to take me alive, he would not 
fire. I chanced it. 

“No I” 

I tried to draw myself beneath the 
window. An automatic bullet projector 
was on the floor where 'Carter had 



dropped it. I pulled myself down. 
Miko did not fire. I reached the re- 
volver.- The dead bodies of the cap- 
tain and purser had drifted together on 
the floor in the center of the room. 

I hitched myself back to the window. 
With upraised weapon I gazed cau- 
tiously out. Miko had disappeared. 
Th/s deck within my line of vision was 
empty. 

^But was it? Something told me to 
beware. I clung to the casement, ready 
upon the instant to shove myself down. 
There was a movement in a shadow 
along the deck. Then a figure rose up. 
"Don’t fire, Haljanl” 

The sharp command, half appeal, 
stopped the pressure of my'finger on 
the trigger of the automatic. It was 
the tall lanky Englishman, Sir Arthur 
Coniston, as he called himself. So he 
too was one of Miko’s band! The 
light through a dome-window fell full 
on him. 

“If you' fire, Halian, and kill me — 
Miko will kill you then, surely.” 

From where he had been crouching 
he could not command my window. 
But now, upof thepieels of his placat- 
ing words, he abruptly shot. The low- 
powered ray, had jt struck, would have 
felled me without killing. But it went 
over my head as I dropped. Its aura 
made my senses reel. 

Coniston shouted, "Haljanl” 

I DID not answer. I wondered if he 
would dare approach to see if I had 
been hit. A minute passed. Then an- 
other. I thought I heard Miko’s voice 
on the deck outside. But it ‘was an 
aerial, microscopic wbiBper close be- 
Bide me. ‘ 

“We see you, Haljanl You must 
yield!” 1 

Their eavesdropping vibrations, with 
audible projection, were upon me. I 
retorted aloud, 

“Come and get me ! You cannot take 
me alive.” ) 

I do proteBt'if this action of mine in 
the . chart-rooip may seem bravado. I 
had no wish to die. There was within 
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me a very healthy desire for life. But 
I felt, by holding out; that some chance 
might come wherewith I might turn 
events against these brigands. Yet 
reason jtold me it was hopeless. Our' 
loyal m{embers of the crew were killed, 
no douf>t. Captain Carter and Balch 
were ki|led. The lookouts and Course- 
masters! also. And Blackstone. 

There remained only Dr. Frank and 
Snap. Their fate I did not yet know. 
And there was George Prince. He, 
perhaps!, would help me if he could. 
But, at best, hi was a dubious ally. 

“You |are very foolish, Haljan,” mur- 
mured the projection of Miko's voice. 
And then I heard Conisttfn : 

"See here, why would not a hundred 
pounds jof gold-leaf tempt you? The 
code-wflrds which were taken from 
Johnson — I mean to say, why not tell 
ifs wherje they are?” 

So thit was one of the brigands’ new 
difficulties! Snap had taken the code- 
word sheet, that, time we sealed (he 
purser in the cage. 

I said, “You’ll neOer find them. And 
when a police ship sights us, what will 
you do |then?” 

Thi cjhances of a. police ship were 
slim indeed, but the brigands evidently 
did not {know that. I wondered again 
what ha^ become of Snap. Was he cap- 
tured — or still holding them off ? v- 
I was watching my windows ; for at 
any moment, under cover of this talk, 
I might ibe assailed. 

G RAVITY came suddenly to the 
room. Miko’s voice said, 

“We mejin well by you, Haljan. There 
is your normality. Join us. We need 
you to chart our course.” 

“And ia hundred pouifds of gold- 
leaf,” urged Coniston. "Or more. Why, 
this trerpure — ” 

I could hear an oath froqn Miko. And 
then his ironic voice: “We will not 

bother you, Haljan. There is no hurTy. 
You will be hungry in good time. And 
sleepy. Then we will come and get 
you. And a little acid will fnake you 
think differently about helping us. . . 



His vibrations died away. The pull 
,of gravity in the room was normal. I 
~*tvas alone 1 in the dim silence, with the 
bodies of Caffer and Johnson lying 
huddled on the grid. I bent to examine 
them. Both were dead. 

: My isolation was no ruse this time. 
The outlaws made no further attack. 
N?lf an hour passed. The deck out- 
side, what I could Bee of it, was vacant 
Jlalch lay dead close outside the chart- 
room door. The bodies of Bladkstone 
»nd the Course-master had been re- 
moved from the tiirret window. A for- 
ward look-out — one of Miko’s men— 
tvas on duty 4n the nearby tower. Hahn 
was at the turret controls. The ship 
yras under orderly handling, heading 
back upon a new course. For the 
Earth? Or the Moon? It did not seem 

j t found, in the chart-room, a Benson 
Curve-light projector which poor Cap- 

f in Carter had very nearly assembled. 

worked on it, trained it through my 
rear window, along the empty deck; 
bent it into the. lounge archway. Upon 
fny grid the image of the lounge in- 
ferior presently focussed. The passen- 
gers in the lounge were huddled in a 
group. Disheveled, frightened, with 
Moa standing watching them. Stew- 
ards were serving them with- a meal. 

U P6N a bench, bodies ilfere lying. 

Some were dead. I saw Ranee 
Rankin. Others were evidently only 
injured. Dr. Frank was moving among 
them, attending them. Venza was 
there, unharmed. And I saw the 
gamblerB, Shac and Dud, sitting 
white-faced, whispering together. And 
iQlutz’s -little be-ribb6ned, be-curled 
figure on a stool. 

George Prince was there, standing 
against the wall, Bhrouded in his 
mourning cloak, watching the scene 
with alert, roving eyes. And by the 
Opposite doorway, the huge towering 
figure of Miko stood on guard. But 
Snap was missing. 

A brief, glimpse. Miko saw my 
Benson-light. I could have equipped 
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■ heat-ray, and fired along the curved 
Benson-light into that lounge. But 
Miko gave me no time. 

He slid the lounge door closed, and 
Tjoa leaped to close the one on my side. 
My light was cut off ; my grid showed 
only the blank deck and door. 

Another interval. I had made plans. 
Futile plans I I could get into the tur- 
ret perhaps, and kill Hahn. I had the 
Invisible cloak which Johnson was 
wearing. I took it from his body. Its 
mechanism could be repaired. Why, 
with it I could creep about the ship, 
kill- these brigands one by one perhaps. 
George Prince would be with me. The 
brigands who had been posing as the 
stewards and crew-members were un- 
able to navigate; they would obey my 
orders. There were only Miko, Con- 
fcton and Hahn to kill. 

Futile plans! Flom- my window I 
could gaze up to the helio-room. And 
now abruptly I heard Snap’s voice : 
“No! I tell you^-nol" 

And Miko : “Very well. We will try 
this” 

So Snap was captured, but not killed. 
Relief swept me. He was in the helio- 
room, and Miko was with hiip. But my 
relief was short-lived. 

A FTER a brief interval there came 
a moan from Snap. It floated 
down from the silence overhead. It 
made me shudder. , 

My Benson-beam shbt into the helio 
window. It showed me Snap lying 
there on the floor. He was bound with 
wire. Hjs torso had been stripped. His 
livid face was ghastly plain in my light. 

Miko was bending over him. Miko 
with a heat-cylinder no longer than a 
finger. Its needle-beam played upon 
Snap's naked chest. I could see the 
gruesome iittle trail of smoke rising; 
and as Snap twisted and jerked, the.re 
_on his flesh was the red and blistered 
trail of the violet-hot ray. 

“Now will you tell?” 

“No I” 

Miko laughed. “No? Then-' I shall 
write my name a little deeper. . . .” 



A black sear now — a^ trail etched in 
the quivering flesh. 

“Oh! — ” Snap's face went white as 
chalk as he pressed bis lips together. 

“Or a little acid? This fire-writing 
does not really hurt? Tell me what 
you did- with those code-words!” 

'“Not” 

In his absorption Miko did not no- 
tice my light. Nor did I have the wit 
to try and fire along it. I wa.s tremb- 
ling. Snap under torture! -t 

As the' beam went deeper, Snap 
suddenly Screamed. But he ended, 
“No ! I will send — no message for 
"you — " ’ 

It had been only a moment. In the 
chart-room window beside me again a 
figure appeared! No image. A solid, 
living person, undisguised by any cloak 
of invisibility. George Prince had 
chanced my fire and had crept up upon 
me. 

"Haljan! Don’t attack me.’’. 

1 DROPPED my light connections. 

As impulsively I stood up, I saw 
through the window the figure of Con- 
iston on the deck watching the result 
of Prince’s venture. 

“Haljan — yield.” 

Prince no more than whispered it. 
He stood outside on the deck; the low 
window casement touched hie waist. 
He leaned over it. 

“He’s torturing Snap I v Call out that 
you wilf yield.” 

The thought had already been in my 
mind. Another scream from Snap 
chilled me with horror. \ shouted, 
“Miko ! Stop I” 

I' rushed to the window and Prince 
gripped me. 

’’Louder!" 

I called louder. \“Miko\ Stop I” 
My upflung voice miiigled with Snap’s 
agony of protest. Then Miko ’heard 
me. -His head and shoulders showed 
up thertf at the helio-room oval. 

“You, Haljan?” 

Prince shouted, ”1 have made him 
yield. He will obey you if you stop 
that torture.” 
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I think that poor Snap must , have 
fainted. He was silent. I called, 
“Stop I I will do what you command.” 
Miko jeered, “That is good. A bar- 
gain, jf you and Dean obey mf. Disarm 
him. Prince, and bring him out." 

M IKO moved back into the helio- 
room. On the deck Coniston 
was advancing, but cautiously, mis- 
trustful of me. 

"Gregg.” 

George Prince flung a leg over the 
casement and leaped lightly into the 
dim chart-room. His small slender 
figure stood beside me, clung to me. 
"Gregg.” 

A moment, while we stood there to- 
gether. No ray was upon us. Con- 
iston could not see us, nor could, he 
hear our whispers. 

•“Gregg." 4 

A different voice its throaty, husky 
quality gone. A soft pleading. 
“Gregg— 

“Gregg, don't you know me ? Gregg, 
dear. .” 

Why, what was this? Not George 
Prince? A masquerader, yet so like 
George Prince. 

“Gregg, don’t you know me?” 
Clinging to me. A soft touch upon 
my arm. Fingers, clinging. A Burge 
of warm, tingling current was flowing 
between us. 

My sweep of instant thoughts. A 
speck of human Earth-dust, falling free. 
That was George Prince, who had been 
killed. George Prince’s body,' dis-' 
guised by the-scheming Carter and Dr. 



Frank, buried in the guise of hia sister. 
And this black-robed figure who was 
trying to help us — 

“Anita I Dear God I Anita, daylingl 
Anita I” 

“Gregg, dear one I” 

“Anita! Dear God I” 

M Y arms went around her, my lipd 
pressed hers, and felt her tremu- 
lous, eager answer. 

“Gregg, dear.” 

“Anita, you!” 

The form of Coniston showed at our 
window. She cast me off. She said, 
witfj her throaty swagger of assumed 
masculinity : 

. “p have him, Sir Arthur. He will 
{obey us.” 

I sensed her warning glance. She 
shoved me toward the window. She 
said ironically, “Have no fear, Haljan. 
You will not be tortured, you and 
Dean, if you obey' our commands.” 
Coniston gripped me. “You fool! 
You caused us a lot of trouble, didn’t 
you ? Move along there I” 

: He jerked me'roughly through the 
{window. Marched me the length of 
the deck. Out to the stem-space; 
ppened the door of my cubby ; flung me 
jn and sealed the door upon me. 

I “Miko will come presently.” 

! I stood in the darknesB of my tiny 
room, listening to his retreating foot- 
steps. Bnt my mind' was not on 
him. . . . 

All the Universe in that instant had 
Changed for me. Anita was alive! 
(To be continued) 
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The Soul Master 



By Will Smith and R. J. Robbins 



T HE train was (lowing down necessary tripod and accessory satcheL 
ior Keegan. A whistle from The other carried no impediments of 
the locomotive ahead had any sort. Both were smoking cigars, 
warned the two alert young evidently not of expensive variety, 
men in the smoker to that effect, and judging by the unaromatic atmosphere 
they arose to thereabouts. 



leave the train. 
Both were neatly 
and quietly dress- 
ed. One carried 
a medium - sized 
camera with the 



Dapcratah O'Hara plw|«d into Prof. 
Kell’r myatmiona mansion. For hla friond 
Skip was the victim of tho occantric aciaB- 
tut*s do-astraJiainz a I |im I laanf and facad 
a fata more hidaoua than 



ISO 



“Can’t see what 
Bland shipped ua 
up to this one- 
horse dump for," 
grumbled Skip 
Handlon, the one 





who carried the camera. He was the 
■lighter of the two and perhaps half a 
head shorter than the other. “Do you 
know anything about it?” 

“Not much)” confessed the other as 
they, alighted from the smoker. “All 
I can tell you is that Bland sent for 
me early this morning, told me to get 
a story out of this Professor Kell and 
to drag you along. Aftep-we get there 
you are to do as judgment dictates. 
But I remember that the Chief was 
specific as regards one thing. You are 
to get the proff’s mug. Don't forget. 
The old fellow may growl and show 
fight, but it's up to you to deliver the 
goods— or, in this case, get them. 
Don’t depend on me for help. I ex- 

SS1 



pect to have troubles - of -my own." 
Thus gloomed Horace P erry , star re- 
porter for the Journal. 

“This Keegan place” — Handlon was 
using his eyes swiftly and comprehen- 
sively — “isn’t worth much. Can't see 
how it manages to even rate a name. 
Some dump, all right!” 

“You said a coupla mouthfuls.” 
“Hdw’s the train service, if any?” 
“Rotten. Two trains a day.” The 
other was anything but enthusiastic. 
“We’ve a nice long wait for (the next 
one, you can bet. Now, just add to 
that a rough reception after we reach 
the old lion’s lair and you get a nice 
idea of what Bland expects from his 
men.” 
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H AND LON made a wry face at 
this. “The bird who first ap- 
plied thd;. words Hard Boiled’ to the 
Chiefs monnlker knew, something." 

“You dpn’t Know the half of it,” re- 
torted Perry encouragingly. “Just 
wait andi see what a beaut of a fit he 
can throw for your benefit if you fail 
to do yqur stuff— and I don’t mean 
maybe.” j ' 

Old Man Bland owne<f the Journal, 
hired and fired his crew and did his 
own editing, with the help of as capa- 
ble an office gang as could be gotten 
together. ; It is quite possible that 
“Hard Boiled” Bland demanded more 
from his|men than any other editor 
ever has before or since. Nevertheless' 
he got results, and none of his experi- 
enced underlings ever kicked, for the 
pay was right. If a hapless scribe had 
the temprity to enter the editorial 
sanctum vrith a negative report, the al- 
most invariable reply had been a glare 
and a peremptory order, "Get the. 
copy/’ 

And get it they did. If a person re- 
fused an interview these clever fellows 
generally Succeeded in getting their in- 
formation! from the next most reliable 
source, anjd it arrived in print just the 
same. j 

Of sucq a breed was Perry. Hand- 
Ion, beingj a more recent acquisition to 
the staff, was not yet especially aggres- 
sive in hit work. On this account the 
former topk keen zest in scaring him 
into displaying a bit* more sand. 

T HE train had disappeared around 
a benjd and the two reporters felt 
themselvefc marooned. Keegan, with- 
out question, was a most forlorn look- 
ing spot, j A dismal shanty, much the 
worse for weather, stood beside the 
track. Ini front, a few rotting planks 
proclaimed/ that once upon a time the 
place had [boasted a real freight plat- 
form. Prjobably, back in some long- 
forgotten |age, a station agent had also 
held fortlj in the rickety shanty. A 
sign hung on each end of the . crum- 
bling structure on which could still be 



deciphered the legend “KEEGAN* 
On the opposite side of the track was 
an; old, disused siding. The only other 
feature of interest thereabouts was a 
well traveled country road which 
crossed the tracks near the shanty, 
wound sinuously over a rock-strewn 
. hill and became lost in the mazes of 
an upland forest. 

There being no signboard of any 
kind to indicate their destination, the 
two, after a moment’s hesitation, 
started off. briskly in a chance direc- 
tion The air was hot and sultry, and 
in Ithe open spaces the sun beat down 
mercilessly upon the two hapless ones. 
Asj they proceeded into the depths of 
the forest they were shielded some- 
wbjat from the worst of the heat 
Gradually upon their city-bred nos- 
trils there stole the odor of conifeti, 
accompanied by a myriad of other for- 
est: odors. 9oth Bniffed the air appre- 
ciatively. 

“This is sure the life,” remarked 
Perry. “If I werenft so darn thirsty 
now. . . ." He became'lost in mournful 
thought. / 

A CONSIDERABLE time passed. 

The newspaper men trudged 
wearily along until finally another 
betid brought them to the beginning of 
a steep descent. The forest had thinned 
out* to nothing. 

“Seents to me I smell sinoke,” 
blurted out Handlon suddenly. “Must 
be that we are approaching the old 
party’s lair. Remember? 'Bland said 
, that he — ” 

"Uh huh I” the other grunted, almost 
inaudihly. Now that they seemed to 
be arriving at their destination some- 
thing had occurred to him. He had 
fished from his pocket a sheaf of clip- 
pings and was perusing them intently. 
"Bland said, ’Get the copy’,’’ he mut- 
tered irrelevantly and half to himself. 

The clippings all related direetjy to 
Prqfessor Kell or to happenings'local 
to Keegan. Some were of peculiar in- 
terest. The first one waa headlined 
thus: 
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MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEAR- 
ANCE. OF ROBERT MANION 
AND DAUGHTER S?ILL 
UNSOLVED 

The piece contained a description of 
the, missing man, a fairly prosperous 
banker who had been seen four days 
previously driving through Keegan in 
a small roadster, , and one of the girl, ” 
who was in the car with him. It told 
that the banker and his daughter Were 
last seen by a farmer named Willetts 
who lived in a shack on the East Kee- 
gan road, fleeing before a bad thunder 
Storm. . He believed the pair were try- 
ing to make the Kell mansion ahead 
of the rain. Nothing more of the 
M anions or their car had been seen, 
and their personal effects remained at 
their hotel in a nearby village un- 
claimed. The heavy rain had of course 
effectually obliterated all wheel tracks. 

Another clipping was fairly lengthy, 
but Perry glanced, only at the. head- 
lines: 

KELL STILL CARRYING ON 
HIS STRANGE EXPERI- 
MENTS 

Has Long Been Known to Have 
Fantastic Theories. Refuses to 
Divulge Exact Methods Employed, 
or* Nature of Results 

Still another appeared to be an ex- 
cerpt from an article in an agricul- 
tural paper. It read: 

A price bi^ll belonging to Altoa 
Shepard, a Keegan cattle breeder, 
has created considerable sensation 
by running amuck in a most pecu- 
liar manner. While seemingly 
more intelligent than heretofore, 
it has developed characteristics 
known to be utterly alien to this 
type of animal. 

Perhaps the most noteworthy 
feature of the case is the refusal 
of the animal to eat its accustomed 
food. Instead it now consumes 
enormous quantities of meat. The 



terrific bellow of the animal’s voice 
has also undergone a , . marked 
change, now resembling nothing 
earthly, although some have re- 
marked that it could be likened to 
the bay of an enormous hound. 
Some of its later actions hqve 
seemingly added further canine 
attributes, which make the matter 
all- the more mystifying. Veteri- 
naries are asking why this animal 
Bhould chase automobiles,' and why 
it should carry bones in its mouth 
and try to bury them I 

The last one read in part: 

Professor Kell has been ques- 
tioned. by authorities at Keegan 
relative to the disappearance there 
last Tuesday of Robert Manion and 
his daughter. Kell seemed unable 
to furnish clues of any value, but 
officials are not- entirely satisfied 
with the man’s attitude toward the 
questions. 

• 

Somewhat *bewildered by these ap- 
parently unrelated items, the reporter 
remained lost in thought for quite a 
space, the while he endeavored to map 
out his course of action when he should 
meet the redoubtable Professor. That 
many of the weird occurrences could be 
traced ,in some way to the latter’s door 
had evidently occurred to Bland. Fur- 
thermore, the Old Man relied implicit- 
ly, upon Perry to get results. 

It must be said that for once the star 
reporter was not overly enthusiastic 
with the assignment. Certain rumors 
aside from the clippings in his hand 
had produced in his mind a feeling of 
uneasiness. So far as his personal 
preference was concefned he would 
have been well satisfied if some cub re- 
porter had been given the joti. Try as 
he would, however, he could offer no 
tangible reason for the sudden wari- 
ness. 

He was aroused from his absorption 
by his companion. 

“Thought I smelled smoke a while 
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back, and I was right. That's the 
house up in the edge of the pines. 
Deep grounds in front and all gone to 
seed ; fits the description exactly. 
Thank Heaven we struck off from the 
station i 1 the right direction. f This 
stroll hat been long enough. ' Come out 
of it an< let’s get this job finished." 

Suiting the action to the words 
Handlon ptarted off at a brisk pace 
down the hill, followed at a more mod- 
erate rat : by Perry. At length they 
came wit lin full sight of the grounds 
Extending for a considerable distance 
before th :m and enclosing a large tract 
of land low well covered with lush 
grass, WiB a formidable looking wall. 
In former days a gloriouB mantle of 
ivy had cqxered the rough stoneB; but 
now theieBvas little left, and what 
there wae looked pitifully decrepit. 
They continued their progress along 
this barri ir, finally coming upon a huge 
iron gate now much the worse for rust. 
It stood t ride open. 

T HE : oad up to the house had lbng 
sinct become ovygrown with 
rank grais)and weeds. Faintly trace- 
able thro igh the masB of green could 
be seen i rough footpath which the 
two followed carefully. They met no 
one. As :hey approached the night of 
black pin es the mass of the old man- 
sion beg: n to loom up before them, 
grim and forbidding- > t 
Instinc ively both shivered. The si- 
lence of the place was rnplete and of 
an uncannily tangible-nsuality. Ner- 
vously they looked adroit them. 

“How do you like ' it, TBkip ?” The 
words fr^m Perry’s previously silent 
lips broke upon the stillness like, a 
thunderclkp. The other started. 

“I should hate to die in it,” Handlon 
answered | solemnly. “I’ll bet the old 
joint is haunted. Nobody but a luna- 
tic would ever live in it.” 

“I get a good deal the same impres- 
sion myself,” Baid Perry. “I don’t won- 
der 'that Bland sent two of us to cover 
the job.” 

Ab he qpoke he mounted a flight 



steps to a tumbledown veranda. There 
was no sign of a door ' bell on the 
weather-beaten portal, but an ancient 
knocker' of bronze hanging forlornly 
before him seemed to suggest a means 
of ! attracting attention. He raised it 
and rapped smartly. 

N O answer. 

, Possessing all the attributes of 
the; conventional reporter and a few 
additional ones. Perry did not allow 
hinjself to become disheartened, but 
merely repeated his summons, this 
time with more vim. 

“Well, Horace,” grinned Handlon, 
“it 'does look as if we were not so very 
welcome here. However, seems to me 
if jrou were to pick up that, piece of 
dead limb and do some real blocking 
with it. The dear Professor may 
be deaf, you know, or maybe he’s — ” 
'Skip, my boy, I don’t know as we 
oug|ht to go in right now after all. Do 
you realize it will soon be dark?” 

“To tell you the truth, Horace, I’m 
not! stuck on this assignment either. 
And I feel, that after dark I should 
like! it even less, somehow. But, gee, 
the | Old f/lan. . . .’’ 

“Oh, I’m not thinking of quitting on 
the job. We don’t do that on the Jour- 
nal.;’ Perry smiled paternally at the 
photographer. Could it be he had pur- 
posely raised the other’s hopes in or- 
dA to chaff him some more? “But I 
was [thinking that it might be a good 
ideal to look about the outbuildings a 
bit [while we have a little daylight 
Eh?T’ “\ 

Handlon looked disappointed, but 
nodded-gamely. He delayed only long 
enough to deposit his camera and traps 
behind a grossly overgrown hydrangea 
by tpe steps, then, with a resigned air, 
declared himself ready to.follow wher- 
ever! the ojher might lead. 

Perry' elected to explore the bam 
first. jThiB was a depressing old pile, 
unpainted in years, with what had once 
been stout doors now swinging and 
bumping in the light breeze. As the 
two i men drew nearer, this breeze — 




THE SOUL MASTER 



355 



■\ 



which leaned to sigh through the 
place at will — brought foul odors th& 
told them the place was at least not 
tenantless. In some trepidation they 
stepped inside and stood blinking in- 
the half darkness. 

“Pretty Polly I” 

“Good God I What was that?” Hand- 
Ion whispered. He knew it was no 
parrot’s voice, This was a far deeper 
sound than that, a sound louder than 
anything a parrot’s throat could pro- 
duce. It came from the direction of «r 
ruinous stall t>ver near a cobwebbcd 
window. As Perry started fearfully 
toward this, there issued from it a cur- 
ious scraping sound, followed by a fall 
that shook the floor, and a\jireshing as 
of hoofs. Now the great voice could 
be heard again, this time uttering what 
sounded strangely like oaths roared 
out in a foreign tongu^Jfet^wheh 
the newspaper men readied the stall 
they found it occupied only by a large 
mole. x 

T HE animal was lying on its side, 
its feet scraping feebly against 
die side of the stall. The heaving, 
foam-flecked body was a mass of hide- 
ous bruises, some of which were bleed- 
ing profusely. The creature seemed 
to be in ''the last stage of exhaustion, 
lying with lips drawn back and eyes 
closed. Beneath it and scattered all 
over the Btall floor was a thick layer 
of some whitish seeds. 

“That’s — why that’s sunflower seed, 
Horace I” Handlon almost whimpered. 
“And look I Look in that crib I It’s 
full of the same stuff I Where’s the 
hay, Horace? Does this thing — ” 

He was interrupted by a mighty 
movement of the beast — a threshing 
that nearly blinded the men in the 
cloud of bloodstained seeds it raised. 
With something between a curse and a 
sob, the mul« lunged at its crib as if 
attempting to get bodily into it. But 
no: it was only trying to perch on its 
edge! Now it had succeeded. The 
ungainly beast hung there a second, 
two, three. From its uplifted throat 



issued that . usually innocuous phrase, 
a phrase now a thing of delirious hor- 
ror: 

“Pretty Polly I” 

With a crash the tortured creature 
fell to the floor, to, lie there gasping 
and moaning. 

Skip Handlon left that bam. Perry 
retained just enough wit to do what he 
should*have done: the instant he first 
Baw the animal. He whipped out his 
automatic and fired one merciful shot. 
Then he too' started for the outside. 
He arrived in the yard perhaps ten 
Beconds behind Handlon. 

“Good Heavens, Perry," gibbered 
Handlon. “I’m not going to stay 
around this place another minute. Just 
let me find where I left that suffering 
camera, that's all I ask." ( 

“Easy now.” Perry laid a hand oh 
his companion’s shoulder. x “I guess 
we’re up againBt something pretty 
fierce here, but we're going to see it 
through, and you know it. So let’s cut 
out the flight talk and go raise the 
Professor.” \ 

Handlon tried earnestly to don a 
look of determination. If Perry was 
set on stiying here the le^st he could 
do was stay with him. However, could 
Perry have foreseen the events which 
were to entangle them, he probably 
would have led the race to the gate. 
As it was, he grasped a stick and 
marched bravely up toward the front 
dodr. 

A SUDDEN commotion behind him 
caused him to wheel sharply 
around. Simultaneously a yell burst 
from Handlon. 

“Look out, Horace I” 

What he saw almost froze the blood 
in his veins. From a tumbledown 
coach house had issued an enormous 
wolf-hound which was now almost 
upon them, eyes flaming, fangs gleam- 
ing horribly. 

So unexpected was the 'attack that 
both men) atoocj rooted in their tracks. 
The next moment the. charging brute 
was upon, them, and had bowled Hand- 
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Ion off his equilibrium as if he were a 
chil<]. The unfortunate photographer 
made a desperate attempt to prevent 
injury to his preciouB camera, which 
he had but a moment earlier succeeded 
in retrie.ving, and in doing so fell 
rather violently to the ground. Every 
moment he expected to feel the power- 
ful, jaws crunch his throat, and he 
made no effort to rise. For several 
/seconds he remained thus, until he 
could endure the suspense no longer. 
Hf glahccd abound only to see Perry, 
staring open-mouthed £t the animal 
which' had sO frightened them. Ap- 
parently it had forgotten the presence 
of the two men. 

Handlon regained his feet rather 
awkwardly, the while keeping a watch, 
ful eye on the beaBt, of -whose uncer- 
tain temper he was by now fully aware. 
In an undertone he addressed his com- 
panion. 

"What do you make of it?” he 
wanted to know. "Did the critter bite 
you?" 

“No. That’s the queer part of it. 
Neither did he bite you, if you were 
to think it over a minute. Just put his 
noBe down and rammed you, head on.” 

The photographer was flabbergasted. 
Involuntarily { his gaze stole again in 
the direction of the offending brute. 

“What on earth — ” he began. “Is he 
sharpening his teeth on a rock prepara- 
tory to another attack upon us? 'Or — 
What the deuce is he. doing?” 

“If you ask me,” came astonishingly 
from the watchful Perry, “he’s eating 
grass, which is my idea of something 
damn foolish for a perfectly normal > 
hound, genus lupo, to be — Look out I” 

T HE animal, as if suddenly remem- 
bering the presence of the men, 
suddenly charged at them again, head 
down, eyes blazing. As before, it made 
no effort to bite. Though both men 
were somewfyrt disconcerted by the 
great brute they held their ground, and 
when it presented the opportunity the 
older Reporter planted a terrific kick 
to the flank which sent the animal 



/ 

whimpering back to its shed behind. 

“Si'dore one, ' breathed Handlon. “If 
we— J At a sudden grating sound over- 
heady he stopped. 

Both turned to face the, threatening 
muzzle of an ancient blunderbuss. Be- 
hind! it was an irate countenance, near- 
ly cqvered by an unolipped beard of s 
dirty gray color. In ' the eyes now 
glaring at them malevolently 'through 
heavily concaved spectacles they read 
hate unutterable. The barrel of the 
blunderbuss swung slightly as it cov- 
ered I alternately one and the other. 
Both! sensed that the finger even now 
tightening on the trigger wotild not 
hesitate unduly. Being ihore or less 
hardened to rebuffs of all (rinds in the 
pursuance of their calling, the re- 
porters did not hesitate in stating 
theirj purpose. 

"What;?’’ yelleij, the old iman. “You 
dare to invade my grounds: and disturb 
me ^ my labors for such a reason? 
Reporters I My scientific research work 
is not for publicity, sirs; land futher- 
more! I want it understood that I am 
not tp be dragged from mV laboratory 
again! for the purpose of Entertaining 
you hr any others of yotir ilk. Get 
away!” 

Without further ado the window 
was flammed down, a shutter closed 
on the inBide, and once more the si- 
lenceiof the dead descended upon the 
spot. | The two men grinned ruefully 
at eadh other, Handlon finally breaking 
the sfillness. j 

"My idea of the world’s Original one- 
sided i conversation. We sifnply didn’t 
talk— jand yet we’re supposed to be re- 
porters. You’ve got to hhtid it to the 
Proff; Horace, for the beabtiful rock- 
crusher he just handed us.” 

“Y(}u didn’t think we had anything 
easy, !did you?” Baid Perry irritably. 
“He’ll change bis tunel presently, 
when—” 

H ANDLON’S jaw dropped. “You 
■ don’t mean you're going to take 
any more chances! Would you rouse 
him again after the way he treated us 
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•nth that gun ? Besides, the train. . . 

Perry bent a scathing glance at his 
companion. "What on earth has . the 
train to do with our getting the Pro- 
fessor's vCQpfession of crime or what- 
ever he hds ^o offer? You evidently 
don’t know Bland — much. I deduce 
that a lot of my sweetness has been 
wasted on the desert air. ' Once more, 
let me assure you that if you propose 
to go back without the Proff’s mug on 
one of those plates yop might as well 
mail your resignation from here. Gef 
me?” 

The other wilted. 

“I wonder,” Perry ruminated as he 
stared in the direction of Uft shed 
wherein the canine monslftfiLty had 
disappeared. “Do you^uppose - that 
you can get a snap of the old boy’s 
mug i if I can get him to the 'window 
again? If you can do that, just leave 
the rest to me. I’ve handled these 
crusty birds' before. What say?” 

“Go as far as you like.” The photo- 
grapher was once more grinning as her 
unslung his camera and carefully ad- 
justed a plate in place. Everything 
at last to his satisfaction he gripped 
flash pan and bulb. , 

"I’m going to make some racket 
now,” announced Perry grimly. “If 
Kell shows yip, work fast. He may 
shoot at you, but don’t get excited. 
It’s almost dark, so his aim might be 
poor.” 

At this suggestion his companion 
showed signs of panic, but the other 
affected not to notice this. There came 
a deafening hullaballoo as Perry beat 
aterriflic tattoo on the ancient door. 
Followed a deep silence, while Perry 
leaped back to stand in front of Skip 
and his camera. After perhaps a full 
minute’s wait he once more opened up 
his bombardment, to jump quickly 
back to the camera as before. This 
time he had better success. The win- 
dow was again opened arid- the muzzle 
of the blunderbuss put in its appear- 
ance. Handlon stood close behind 
Peny as he silently swung the camera 
into a more favorable position for ac- 



tion. The face at the window was pur- 
ple with wrath. i J 

-"You damned pests I Leave my 
grounds at once or I shall call my 
hound and set him upon you. And 
when — ” 

* 

RACK I Flash I Click I Peary 
had made a sudden sidewise 
movement' as Handlon went into ac- 
tion. 

"Much obliged. Professor/’ said 
Perry politely. “Your pose with that) 
old cannon is going to be very effective 
from the front page. The WTite-up 
will doubtless be interesting too. 
Probably the story won’t be quite so. 
accurate as it would be had you told 
it to us yourself ; but we shall get as 
many of the details from the natives 
hereabouts as we can. Good-day to you, 
sir!” 

Motioning to the other he turned on 
his heel and started down the drive- 
way. It was an old trick, and for a 
long moment of suspense he almost 
feared that .it would fail. Another 
moment — , ' 

“Wait I” The quavering voice of the 
irascible ^>ld villain had lost some of 
its malice. “Come back here a minute.” 
With simulated reluctance the two 
slowly retraced their steps. “Is there 
something else, sir?” 

"Perhaps. .’’ The old man hesi- 
tated, as if’ pondering upon, his words. 
“Perhaps if you car? to ,Btep in I can 
be of assistance to you after all. It 
occurs to me that possibly I have been 
too abrupt with you.” 

“I am very glad that you have de- 
cided to cooperate with us. Professor 
Kell,”, answered the reporter heartily, 
as they ascended the stepd. The old 
man’s head disappeared from the win- 
dow and shortly the sound of footsteps 
inside told of his approach. Finally 
the oaken door swung -open, and they 
vgere silently ushered into, the musty 
smelling hallway. Though outwardly 
accepting) the Professor’s suddenly 
pacific attitude. Perry made up his 
mind to be on his guard! 
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A S they entered what had evidently 
been the parlor in bygone days, 
an oppressive, heavy odor . smote 
their nostrils, telling of age-old car- 
pets and of draperies allowed to de- 
cay unnoticed. On the walls hung 
several antique prints, a poorl^ exe- 
cuted crayon portrait of a person 
doubtless an ancestor of the present 
Kell, and one or two paintings done 
in oil, now' badly cracked and stained. 
Everything gave the impression of an 
era long since departed, and the two 
men. felt vaguely out of place. Their 
host led them to ‘a palf of dilapidated 
chairs, which they accepted gratefully. 
The ride to Keegan after a, hard day’s 
work had not Iff ded to improve their 
spirits. 

“Now to business.” .Perry went 
straight' to the point, de^ring to get 
the interview over as soon as possible. 
“We have heard indirectly of various 
happenings in this vicinity which 
many think have some connection with 
your scientific experiments. Any 
statement you may care to make to us 
in regard to these happenings will be 
greatly appreciated by my paper. In- 
asmuch ^s what little has already been 
printed is probably of an erroneous 
nature, we believe it will be in your 
own best interest to give ub as com- 
plete data as possible.” ^Here he be- 
came slightly histrionic. .“Of course 
we do not allow ourselves to take the 
stories told by the local inhabitants too 
literally, as such persons are too liable 
to exaggerate, but we must assume that 
some of these stories have partial 
basis in fact. Any information rela- 
tive to your scientific work, incident- 
ally, will make good copy for us also." 

Perry gazed steadily at the patriarch 
as he spoke. For a moment a crafty 
expression passed over the old man’s 
face, but as suddenly it disappeared. 
Evidently he had arrived at a decision. 
“Come with me,” he wheezed. 

T HE, two newspaper men ex-, 
changed awift glances, the same 
thought in the mind of each. Were they 



about to be led into a trap ? If the old 
man's shady reputation was at all de- 
served they would do well to be wary. 
Pcijry thought swiftly of the dippingi 
he bad read and of what gossip he had 
heard, then glanced once more in the 
.dirfction of Handlon. That worthy 
wad smiling meaningly and had al- 
ready arisen to follow the Professor. 
Reluctantly Perry got to his feet and 
the; three proceeded to climb a rickety 
stairway to the third floor. The guide 
turned at the head of the stairs and en- 
tered a long dark corridor. Here the 
floor was covered with a thick, carpet 
which, aa they trod upon it, gave forth 
notithe slightest sound. I 

The hall. gave upon several coomsi. 
all dark and gloomy and giving the 
same dismal impression of long dis- 
use, How could the savant endure 
suck a depressing abode 1 The accu- 
mulation of dust and cobwebs in these 
long forgotten chambers, the general 
evidence of decay — all told of possible 
horfors ahead. They became wary. 

Blit they were not wary enough! 

The uncouth figure ahead of them 
hadl stopped and was fumbling with 
the jlock of an. aneieht door. Instinc- 
tively Perry noted that it was of great 
thickness and of heavy oak. Now the 
Professor had it open and was motion- 
ing (for them to enter. Handlon started 
forward eagerly, but hurriedly drew 
back as he felt the grip" of the other 
reporter’s hand on his arm. 

“Get back, you fool I” The words 
were hissed into the ear of the incau; 
tioup one. Then, to the Professor, 
Perry observed: “If you have no ob- 
jection we would prefer, that you pre- 
cede us.” 

A i look of insane fury leaped to. the 
face of the old man, lingered but an 
-instant and was gone. Though the ex- 
pression was but, momentary, both men 
had Been, and seeing had realized their 
danger. . 

. S 1 

It 

T 'HEY followed him into the cham- 
ber, which was soon illumined fit- 
fully by a smoky kerosene lamp. Both 
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took a rapid survey 'pf the place. Con- 
ceivably it might have been the scene 
of scientific experiments, but its as- 
pect surely belied such a supposition. 
The average imagination would in-, 
stantly pronounce it the abode of a 
maniac, Or the lair of an alchemist,. 
Again, that it might be the laboratory 
of an extremely slovenly, veterinary 
was suggested by the several filthy 
cages to be seen resting againBt the 
wall. All of these were unoccupied 
except one in a dark comer, from, 
which issued a sound of contented 
purring, evidently telling of some well- 
satisfied cat. 

The air was close and foul, being 
heavy with the odor of musty, decaying 
drugs. In every possible niche and 
cranny the omnipresent dust had set- 
tled in a uniform sheen of gray which 
showed but few signs of recent distur- 
bance. 

“Here, gentlemen,” their host was 
saying, .“is where I carry on my work. 
It is rather gloomy here after dark, but 
then I do not spend much time here 
during the night. I have decided to 
acquaint you with some of the details 
of one or two of my experiments. 
Doubtless you will find thepi interest- 
ing” / 

While speaking he had, mechanically 
it seemed, reached for a glass humidor 
in which were perhaps a dozen cigars. 
Silently he selected one and extended 
the rest to the two visitors. 

After all three had puffed for a mo- 
ment at the weeds, the old man began 
to talk, rapidly it seemed to them. 
Perry from time to time took note% as 
the old man proceeded, an expression 
of utter amazement gradually over- 
spreading his face. Handlpn pulled 
•away contentedly at his cigar, and on 
his features there grew an almost ludi- 
crous expression of well-being. Was 
the simple photographer so completely 
at ease that he had at length forsaken 
all thought of possible danger? 

As Professor KelT talked on he 
seemed to warm to his subject: At the 
end of five minutes he began uncover- 



ing a peculiar apparatus which had 
rested beneath the massive old table 
before which they were sitting. The 
two men caught the flash of light on 
glass, and a jumble of coiled ‘wires be- 
came visible. 

W AS the air in the laboratory 
getting unbearably close? Or 
was the queer leaden feeling that had 
taken possession <^f Perry’s lungs but 
an indication of his overpowering 
weariness? He felt a steadily increas- 
ing irritation, as if for some strange 
reason he suddenly resented the words 
of ttieir host, which seemed to be pour- 
ing out in an end jess stream. The 
cigar ■ had, paradoxically, an .oddly 
soothing quality, and he puffed away 
in silence. 

Why had the room suddenly taken 
on so hazy an aspect? Why did Han- 
dlon grin in that idiotic manner? And 
the Professor . . he was getting far- 

ther and farther away . . that per- 
fecto . . or was it an El Cabbajo? 

What was the old prchfiend doing to 
him anyhow? . Wkv was he laugh- 
ing and leering at thdm so horribly? 

Confound it all . . that cigar 
. . . where was it? . . . Just one more 
puff. . . 

Blindly he groped for the miming 
weed, becoming aware of a cackle of 
amusement nearby. Professor Kell was 
standing near the spot where he had 
fallen and now began prodding him 
contemptuously with his toe. 

“Fools I" he was saying. “You 
thought to interfere with my program: 
But you are in my power and you have 
no hope of escape. I am unexpectedly 
provided with more subjects for my 

experiments. You will ” His 

words became hazy and Unintelligible, 
for the hapless reporter was drifting 
off into a numb oblivion. He had long 
since lost the power to move a muscle. 
Out of the comer of an eye, just before 
he lost consciousness altogether, he 
perceived Handlon lying upon the 
floor still puffing at the fateful drugged 
^ cigar. 
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ONS passed. 

To the reporter came a vision 
of a throbbing, glaring inferno, where- 
in he waa shaken and tossed by terrific 
forces: His very vital essence yeemed 
to respond to a mighty Vibration. Now 
he was but a part of some terrific chaos. 
Dimly he became aware of anofhep be- 
ing with whom he must contend. Now 
he was in a death struggle, and to his 
horror he found himself being slowly 
but surely overpowered. A demoniac 
grin played upon fhe^features of the 
other as he forced the reporter to his 
knees. It was Handlon. . . . Once 
more he was sinking into soft oblivion, 
the while a horrid miasma assailed bis 
nostrils. He was nothing. 

S LOWLY, 1 and with infinite effort. 
Perry felt himself returning to 
consciousness, though he had no clear 
conception of his surroundings. His 
brain was as yet but a whirling vortex 
of confused sounds, colors and — yes, 
odors. >A temporary rift came in the 
mental cloud which fettered his facul- 
ties, and things began to take definite 
shape. He became aware that he was 
lying upon his back at some elevation 
from the flqor. Again the clqpdy in- 
cubus closed in and he knew no more. 

When he finally recovered the use of 
his faculties it was to discover himself 
the possessor of a violent headache. 
The pain came in such fearsiome throbB 
that it was well nigh unendurable. The 
‘lamp still sputtered dimly ' where the 
professor had left it. At the moment 
it was on the point of going out alto- 
gether. The reporter noticed this, and 
over him stole a sense of panic. What 
if the light should fail altogether, leav- 
ing him lying in the dark in this fright- 
ful placel Still dizzy and sick, he man- 
aged to rise upon his elbows enough to 
complete a survey of the room. He 
was still in the laboratory of Professor 
Kell, but that worthy had disappeared. 
Of Haridlon, there was no sign. The 
mysterious apparatus, of which he now 
had but a vague remembrance, also had 
vanished. 



ftis thoughts became] confused again, 
and wearily he passed a hand over his 
brow in the effort to collect all of his 
faculties. The lamp began to sputter, 
arousing him to action. Desperately 
he fought against the benumbing sensa- 
tion that was even again stealing over 
him. Gradually he gained the ascend- 
ancy. 'He struggled dizzily to his feet 
and took a few tentative steps. 

Where was Handlon? He decided 
his friend had probably recovered from 
the drug first and was gone, {tossibly 
to ;get a doctor for him. Perry. How- 
ever, he must make some search to de- 
termine if Skip had really left the 
premises. 

As he walked through the open door 
the lamp in his hand gave a last de- 
spairing flicker and went out. From 
there he was forced to grope his way 
dojvn the dark hall to the stairs. Just 
how he reached the lower floor he was 
never able to remember, for as yet all 
th^ effect of the powerful drug had 
not worn off. He had a dim recollec- 
tion of being thankful to the ancestor 
of Kell who had provided such thick 
caripets in these halls. Thanks to them 
his footsteps had been noiseless, at any 
ratje. 

What was Kell’s real object in giv- 
ing them those drugged cigars? he 
wondered. How long had they been 
under the influence of the lethal stuff? 
Surely, several hours. Upon glancing 
thriough a hall windovV he found that 
outside was the blackness of midnight 

C AUTIOUSLY he explored the 
.desolate chambers 'on the ground 
floor: the kitchen — where it could be 
plainly seen that cooking of a sort had 
been done — the barn, and woodshed. 
NoJ a living thing could he find, not 
evea the hiige wolf-hound which had 
attacked them in so strange a manna 
that jtftyrnoon. 

By now he was quite frankly wor- 
ried on Handlon’s account. At, ’that 
mojnent, could he have known the ac- 
tual fate that had overtaken' his com- 
panion, it is quite probable he would 
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have gone mad. He stumbled back and 
into the dark front hall, shouting his 
friend’s name. The response was a 
hollow echo, and once or twice he 
thought he heard the ghost of a mock- 
ing chuckle. 

At length he gave up the search and 
started for the door, intent now only 
upon flight from the accursed place. 
He would report the whole thing to the 
office and let Bland do what he pleased 
about, it. Doubtless Handlon had al- 
ready left. Thep he stumbled over 
Handlon’s camera. Evidently the Pro- 
fessor had neglected to take possession 
of it. That must be rescued, at all 
costs. He picked it up and felt the 
exposed plate still inside. He started 
again for the door. 

What little light tliere was faded out 
and he felt stealing over him a horrid 
sensation of weakness. Again came a 
period of agony during which he felt 
the grip of unseen forces. Once more 
it Beemed that he was engaged in mor- 
tal sttife tjpth Skip Handlon. Malevo- 
lently Handlon glared at him as he en- 
deavored with all his strength to over- 
come PerTy. This time, however, the 
.latter seemed to have more strength 
snd* resisted the attack for what must 
have been hours. Finally the other 
drew away baffled. 

At this the mental incubus surroun- 
ing Perr y's faculties broke. Dimly he 
became aware of a grinding noise near- 
by and a constant lurching of his body. 
At length his vision cleared sufficient- 
ly to enable him to discover the cause 
of the peculiar sensations. * 

He was in a railroad coach I 

H E took a rapid glance around and 
noted a drummer sitting in the 
seat across the aisle, Staring curiously 
at him. With an effort Perry assumed 
an inscrutable expression and deter- 
mined to stare the other out of coun- 
tenance. Reluctantly the man glanced 
sway, and after a moment, under Per- 
ry’s stony gaze, he suddenly arose and 
chose a new seat in front of the car. 
Perry took to the solace of a cigarette 



and stared out at the flying telegraph 
poles. From time to time he Rioted 
familiar landmarks. The train had evi- 
dently left Keegan far behind anil, was 
already nearly into the home town. 

For the balance of the ride the re- 
porter experienced pure nightmare. 
The peculiar sensations of, dizziness, 
accompanied by frightful periods of 
insensibility, kept recurring, now, 
however, not lasting more than ten or 
fifteen minutes at a time. At such 
times as he was conscious he found op- 
portunity to wonder in an abstracted 
sort of way how he had ever managed 
tef get on the train and pay his fare, 
which must htye been a cash one, with- 
out arousing the conductor’s suspi- 
cions. Discovery of a rebate in his 
pocket proved that he must have done 
so, however. ’ The business of leaving 
the train and getting to the office has 
always been an unknown chapter in 
Perry’s life. » 

He came out of. one of his mental 
fogs to find himself seated in the pri- 
vate editorial sanctum of the Journal. 
Evidently he had just arrived. Bland, 
a thick-set trian with the jaw of a bull- 
dog, was eyeing him intently.’ 

“Well! Any report to make?" The 
question was crisp. 

The reporter passed a hand across 
his perspiring forehead. “Yes, I guess 
so. I — er — that is— you set—” 

“Where’s Handlon? What happened 
to you? You act as if you were drunk." 
Bland was not in an amiable mood. 

“Search me,” Perry managed to re- 
spond. “If Skip isn’t here old man 
Kell must have done for him. I came 
back alone.” 

“You wha-a-t?” the irate editor fair- 
ly roared, half rising from his chair. 
“Tell, me exactly what happened and 
get ready to go back there on the next 
train. Or — no, on second thoughts 
you’d better go to bed. You look all 
used up. Handlon may be dead or dy- 
ing at this minute. That' Kell could 
do anything.” He pressed. the buttdn 
on his desk. 

"Johnny, he said to the office boy. 
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“get O’Hara in here on the double 
quick and tell him to bring along hia 
hat and coat.” ' 

H E turned again to Perry, who 
wat gazing nervously at the 
door. "Now tell me everything that 
happened and make it fast,” he ordered. 

The reporter complied, omitting, 
nothing except the little matter of his 
mental lapses at the house of Professor 
Kell and later on the train. The inci- 
dent of the drugged cigars seemed to 
interest the Old Man hugely, and Perry 
did not forget.to play up Handlon’s ex- 
ploits in getting the picture. Of the 
Professor. All through the recital 'he' 
was in a sweat for fear that he might 
have a recurrence of one ofi his brain 
spells and that Bland would become 
cognizant of it. When would the Chief 
finish and let him escape from the of- 
fice? Desperately he fought to pre- 
vent the numbing sensation from over- 
coming him. All that kept him from 
finally fleeing the place in panic was 
the entrance of Jimmie O’Hara. 

Slight, wiry and efficient looking, 
this individual was a specimen of the 
perfect Journal reporter. This is say- 
ing a good deal, for the news crew and 
editorial force of the paper, were a 
carefully selected body of men indeed. 
Bland never hired a man unless ex- 
perience had endowed him with some 
unusual qualification. Most of them 
could write up a story with realistic 
exactitude, being able in most case's 
to supply details gleaned from actual 
experience in one walk of life or an- 
other. 

O F this redoubtable crew probably 
the queerest was Jimmie O’Hara. 
Jimmie had just finished* a sentence in 
the “pen” for safe-cracking at the time 
he landed the job with the Journal. 
Theoretically all men should have 
shunned .him on account of his jailbird 
taint. Not so Bland. The Chief was 
independent in his ideas on the eternal 
fitness of things and allowed none of 
the ordinary conventions of humanity 



to influence his decisions. So Jimmie 
becaihe one of the staff and worked 
hard | to justify Bland in hiring him 
His former profession gave him valu- 
able sidelights upon crime stories of 
all kinds, and he was almost invari- 
ably picked as the man to write these 
up for the columns. 

"Jimmie,” said the Chief, "we have 
need |of an experienced strong-arm man 
and ^11 around second story Wbrkcr. 
You are the only man on the force who 
fills the bill for this job. Perry here 
has just returned from' Keegan, where 
I sent him to interview Professor KelL 
Skip ! Handlon went with him, but 
failed to return. We want 'to know 
what i happened to Skip. That is your 
job. Get Handlon! If he is dead let 
me know by long distance phone and 
I’ll have a couple of headquarters men 
down there in a hurry. Get a good 
fast jear and don’t waste any time. 
Tha t’s all.” 

O'Hara stopped long Enough to get 
the location of Professor Kell’s place 
fixed; in his mind, then abruptly de- 
parted. Bland gazed after hint mus- 
ingly*. 

"The Professor will have some job 
to put anything over on’ that bird.” he 
said igrimly. "Personally, "I’m sorry 
for the old soul.” 

A ^TER leaving the Journal office 
AA. ’Jimmie proceeded directly to a 
certain stable where he kept his pri- 
vate car. It was a long, low speedster 
with ! a powerful engine, and capable 
of eating up distance. It was the work 
of a ’minute to touch the starter and 
baqk ‘put of the yard. % 

For the next hour he held the 
wheel grimly while the car roared over 
the Iseventy-odd miles to Keegan. 
Would he be in time? At last a sign 
post told him that he was within five 
miles! of the railroad crossing at Kee- 
gan. !Now the headlights were picking 
out the black outlines of the freight 
shed, | and the next moment he had 
swept over the tracks. The luminous 
dial bn his wrist watch notified hint 
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that he had been on the road but little 
over an hour, but hia spirits somehow 
refused to revive with the knowledge. 

About a mile beyond the station he 
drove the car into a dark wood road: 
and parked it, turning off all lights. 
The rest of the way to the Professor’s 
mansion he did on foot. Rather than 
approach from the front of the grounds 
be nimbly climbed a stone wall and, 
crossing a field or two, entered the 
stretch of woods which' extended just 
behind the mansion. His pocket flash- 
light here came into use, and once or 
twice he gave a reassuring pat to a 
rear pocket where bulged a heavy Colt 
automatic. 

W HAT was that? He had ap- 
proached very close to the rear 
of the house now. No lights were visi- 
ble as yet, but unless he was greatly 
mistaken he had heard a muffled 
■cream. He stopped in hiB tracks and 
listened intently. Again it came, this 
time with a blood-curdling cadence 
ending in what he would have sworn 
was a choking sob. . 

The little job of getting the old- 
fashioned rear window open was a 
mere nothing to the experienced 
O'Hara, and in a moment he was inside 
the house. His feet struck soft carpet. 
Catlike, he stepped to one side in order 
to prevent any hidden eyes from per- 
ceiving his form silhouetted in the dim 
^ight of the open window. He dared 
not use his flashlight for fear^that the 
circle of light would betray his posi- 
tion, thus making him an excellent tar- 
get for possible bullets. Following th^ 
wall closely he managed to circle the 
room without mishap. His searching 
fingers finally came in contact with a 
door frame, and he breathed a sigh of 
relief. Here there was nothing to bar 
his progress except some moth-eaten 
portieres. These he brushed aside. 

The room which he now entered was 
probably the same into which the Pro- 
feasor had ushered Handlon and Perry 
the day before. There being still no 
rign of life about, the reporter decided 



to throw caution to the winds. He 
brought his flash into play. Quickly 
casting the powerful beam around the 
chamber he examined the place with 
an all-searching glance. ' 

OTHING. 

With a stifled oath he turned 
his attention to the other rooms in the 
immediate vicinity. The brilliant light 
revealed not the slightest trace of a 
person, living or dead. The sound 
■bust have come from the second story 
or from the cellar. He decided on the 
upper floor. 

Feverish with impatience because of' 
the valuable time he had already lost, 
he bounded up the heavily carpeted 
stairs two at a time. Now to his keen 
ears came certain faint sounds which’ 
told him that he was on the right track. 
Before him extended a long, dusty hall, 
terminating in a single heavy door. 
Several other doors opened at inter- 
vals along the corridor.. One or two 
of these were open, and ht threw the 
beam from his flash hastily into one 
after another of them: He saw only 
dusty and mildewed chamber furnish- 
ings of an adkient massive style. 

Suddenly he pricked up his ears. 

The door ahead of him was creakingl 
slowly open. Instantly he extinguished 
his torch and leaped into the nearest 
room. Whoever was opening that end 
door was carrying a lamp. What if 
the Professor bad accomplices who 
might discover him and overpower him 
by, force of numbers I O'Hara drew 
the automatic from his pocket, deriv- 
ing a comforting assurance from the 
feel of the cold steel. Here was some- 
thing no man could resist coul^he but 
get it into action. The light Was now 
nearly abreast of his door, and for a 
sickening instant he thought the 
prowler was coming into the room. He 
held his breath. Now the lamp was at 
the open door, and now it was quickly 
withdrawn. After a breathless second 
he tip-tofcd forward and peered cau- 
tiously down the hallway. 

About here jt was that James O’Hara 
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began to realize that this was going to 
be a horrible night indeed. He had 
wondered why the progress of the light 
had been so deathly slow. Now be 
knew why, by reason of what he saw — 
and what he saw made him feel rather 
sick. The man with the lantern was 
quite plainly Professor Kell, bent near- 
ly double with the weight of d gro- 
tesquely big thing on his back, a thing 
that flung a dim, contorted shadow on 
the ceiling. And that thing was a dead 
man. 

A CORPSE it was — the attitude 
prbved that. With a numb re- 
lief O’Hara realized ft was not the 
body of Skip Handlon. This had been 
a much larger man than Skip, and the 
clothing was different from anything 
Handlon had worn. 

The light was now disappearing 
down the stairway. For a moment 
O’Hara felt undecided as to his next 
move. Should he follow Kell and his 
burden, or should he not take advan- 
tage of this fine opportunity to con- 
tinue his search of the upper story? 
That scream still rang in his ears; 
there had been a very evident feminine 
quality in it, and the remembrance of 
that facf reproached him. Had he been 
guilty of mincing daintily about in 
this old house while 3 woman was be- 
ing done to! death under his nose, when 
a little bolder action’ on his part might 
have saved her? 

Stepping once more into the hall' he 
advanced to the door just closed be- 
hind the professor and tried it, only 
to find it locked. Out of a pocket came 
several articles best known to the "pro- 
fession ”— U piece of stiff wire, a skele- 
ton key and other paraphernalia calcu- 
lated to reduce the obstinate mechan- 
ism to subAiission. For a minute, two, 
three, he worked at the ancient lock; 
then, without a creak, the door swung 
open. A touch of oil to the hinges had 
insured' their silence. Jimmie O'Hara 
believed in being artistic in his work, 
especially when it came to fine points, 
and hqjwas. , 



H jE found himself in the mmy 
| room where the drugged cigars 
had been proved the undoing of Hud- 
Ion and Perry. In order not tp alarm 
the professor unduly by chalice noises 
and perhaps invite a surprise attack 
upon himself, O'Hara closed the labo- 
ratory door behind him and let the 
lock Ispring again. Hastily he made 
search of the place. No trace of the 
missing reportep could he find, except 
two palf-consumed cigars in a comer 
wherice the Professor had impatiently 
kicked them! 

On the big table in the center of the 
room, however, was an object which 
excised his interest. It Was apparently 
nothing more or less than a giant 
CroOkes tube, connected in some way 
with; a complicated mechanism con- 
tained in a wooden- cabinet under the 
tablp. Probably this apparatus was 
concerned in the Professor’s weird ex- 
periments which had so arouse'd the 
countryside. He studied it curiously, 
his eyes for the moment closed in 
thought, until a slight sound some- 
where near at hand caused him to open 
them wide. Was the Kell returning? 

Quickly he extinguished the lamp 
and glided to a nearby door, thinking 
to secrete himself here and take Kell 
by surprise. To his consternation the 
dooij swung inward at a touch. He 
prepared instinctively for battle 
against any foe who might present 
himself. For a moment be held him- 
self taut ; then, nothing of an alarming 
natiire having happened, he drew a 
swift' breath of relief and flashed an 
his light. He gave vent to a low ex- 
clamation. The swiftly darting shaft 
from the torch had revealed the figuie 
of a: girl, bound and gagged. 

T HE girl lay trembling on 1 
wretched bed in a corner of the 
dilapidated old chamber. O’Hsn 
crossed the room and bent over bet. 
Still wary of a trap’ he glanced back in 
the direction of the laboratory dom; 
all f3fe there. Jimmie made haste tt 
remove the cruel gag from her month. 
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“Courage," he Whispered. “Half a 
minute and you will be free." 

He produced a knife with a sus- 
piciously long blade and cut her bonds. 
He then assisted her to her feet, where 
■he reeled dizzily. Realizing the need 
for fast action he tnade her sit down 
while he massaged the bruised arms 
and ankles, which were badly swollen 
from the tight ropes. The girl had ap- 
parently been in the grip of such k ter- 
rible fright that she had temporarily 
lost her power of speech. Mentally he 
chalked up another score against the 
Professor as the girl made Beveral in- 
effectual attempts to speak. 

“Easy, kid,” Jimmie whispered. 
“Just sit tight, and when you feel abje 
you can tell me all about it. I’m going 
to get him good for this, you can bank 
an that.” 

She thanked him with a faint smile, 
and of a sudden Bhe found her voice. 

“Who are you? Where is father? 
Oh, tell me, please! I am afraid that 
horrible man has murdered him. Afe 
you a servant here ?. Oh, I don't know 
whom to trust.” 1 

“My name is Jimmie O’Hara,” re- 
plied the reporter briefly ; “and I hope 
you won't worry about me. I am gun- 
ning for the Proff myself. Tell me as 
quickly as you can what you know 
about him.” He still kept an eye on 
the door of the adjoining laboratory. 
Any moment he expected to hear the 
■ound of the old man’s approach. The 
room would make an ideal place to am- 
bnah the maniac, he had swiftly de- 
cided. 

“I am Norma Manion. Please don't 
delay* -but see if you can locate 
father." The girl’s voice was agonized. 
*1 heard him groan a half-hour ago, 
and a little later came a terrific crash. 
Oh, I’m afraid he’s dead I” 

R eluctantly Jimmie gave up 
the idea of ambushlngthe Pro- 
fessor. 

"Wait here,” he commanded curtly. 
*11 you hear a shot join me as soon as 
you can. I want to take him alive if 



I can, but. . . .’’ Wj£h this parting 
hint he disappeared through the door 
into th’e laboratory. Down the car- 
peted hall he Crept ' to the stairway. 
Here he stopped and listened, but to. 
his sensitive ears came no sound' from 
below. 

“Must have gone down the cellar 
with thw body," he muttered. “Here 
gods for a general exploration.” 

With more boldneBS than the occa- 
sion perhaps really justified he de- 
scended the stairs and proceeded to 
examine the i ground floor rooms min- 
utely. The first "Was the room through 
which he had-ynade entrance to the 
house. It prowd to be but a store- 
room containing nothing of interest, 
and he soon decided to waste no more 
time on it : 

The adjoining chamber, however, 
yielded some surprising finds. He had 
pushed back- a dusty portiere to find 
himself in what could be nothing less 
than the Professor’s sleeping chamber. 
At present the bed was unoccupied, 
though it showed signs of recent use. 
The electric torch played swiftly over 
every possible comer which could con- 
stitute a hiding place for an assassin, 
revealing nothing. Now the ever- 
searching ray fell upon an old-faBh- 
ioned dresser ,* on which was piled a 
miscellaneous array of articles. Here 
werC combs, brushes, a wig, a huge 
magnifying glass,' and a gold watch. 
With a barely suppressed exclamation 
Jimmie pounced upon the gold time- 
piece. 

Handlon’sl So. well did Jie know the 
particular design of his watch that he 
could have recognized it in the dark 
by sense of touch alone. So the old 
*man was not averse to robbery among 
his other activities! The former two- 
story man thought fast. Handlon had 
probably been done in, and the ‘body 
had been disposed of ia some weird 
manner. - The only thing that remained 
to be done, since the unlucky photogra- 
pher was evidently past human help, 
' was to cut short the Professor’s list of 
murders. 
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W ITH the intention of missing 
no essential detail O’Hara 
swept the ray of the searchlight around 
the chamber ‘once more, but discovered 
no more of importance. Deciding that 
the Bleeping chamber could yield no 
further] clue he shut off the tell-tale 
ray and stepped noiselessly back into 
the neat room. Here he groped his 
way around until he encountered a 
door, which stood open. A moment’s 
cautious exploration with an opt^ 
stretched foot revealed the top step of 
a descending staircase. No - faintest 
glimmer of light was visible, b.ut {muf- 
fled sounds proceeding from the depths 
told him that someone was below. 

With infinite care, Reeling his way 
gingerly over the rickety old steps and 
fearful ;that an unexpected creak from 
one of the ancient boards would at any 
moment prove his undoing, he com- 
menced the, descent. Once a board did 
groan softly, causing him to stop in his 
tracks and stand with bated breath. He 
listened fo^ sign of a movement below, 
while his heart loudly told off a dozen 
stroke* Stealthily he continued his 
progress, until finally soft earth under 
his feet told him he had reached the 
cellar bottom. ’ 

Now] his straining eyes perceived a 
tiny bit of light, and simultaneously 
he became conscious of a deathly 
stenchj The damp earth padding his 
footsteps, hp advanced swiftly toward 
the source of light, which now seemed 
to lie In stripes across his line of vis- 
ion. He soon saw that the stairs gave 
upon a small boarded-off section of 
the cellar proper, and light was seeping 
between the boards. Ah, and here was 
a rickety door, fortuitously equipped 
with a large knot-hole. O’Hara ap- 
plied ah eye to this — and what he saw 
nearly ruined even his cast iron nerve. 

T HE Professor was workftg beside 
a heavy wooden cask, from which 
issued the horrible stench. From' time 
to time a sodden thud told that he was 
hacking something to pieces with an 
ax. Now and then he would strain 



mightily at a dark and bulky 
which lay on the floor, a thing, that re. 
quired considerable strength to lift. It 
seemed to be getting lighter after each 
spqsm of frenzied chopping. For t 
seconej. Kell’s shadow wavered away 
frotri the thing, and the enervated 
newspaper man saw it plainly. His 
senses almost left him as he realized 
that he was witnessing the dismember- 
’ ment of a hifman body. 

As be hacked ' the fragments of tis- 
sue from the torso the fiend carefully 
deposited each in the huge cask. At 
- such times a faint boiling sound was 
heard, and there arose an effiuyiusr 
that ibadc fair to overcome even the 
mondter engaged in tf)C foul work. At 
last the limbs and head had been en- 
tirely removed. The Professor evi- 
dently decided that the trunk should 
be left whole, and he put his entire 
strength into the job of getting' it into 
the cask. It was almost more than he 
could negotiate, but finally a dal 
splash told that he haid succeeded. 

Atjthis moment Jimmie O'Hara ram » 
Jout ^f hiB trance. The horrible pro- 
ceeding had left him faint and shaken 
and pe wished heartily that he could 
leaved the disgusting place as fast ■ 
his ijegs could carry him. But there 
was ptill work to be done and he re- 
solved to get it over. 

The lantern ! First he must put flat 
out of commission. The maniac would 
then be at his mercy. Slowly, steadily 
he stole through the doorway, his eyes 
glued to the Professor’s back. No» 
he was within a yard of the lantern, 
and l^e drew back his foot for the kick. 

Next moment Jimmie found himself 
gazing into the glaring eyes of his in- 
tended victim. Instinctively he struck 
out with the clubbed automatic, bat 
the blow must have fallen short, or else 
the Professor had developed an' uncan- 
ny agility. Now to his horror he HV 
the flashing blade of the blood-stained 
ax raised on high. He had no time to 
dodgb the blow, He pressed the trig- 
ger of the Colt from the position to 
which he held it. 
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T HE bullet grazed the upraised 
arm. The ax tell toward O’Hara 
from fingers lacking strength to retain 
It, and he grasped it by the handle in 
■id-air. The next moment the assassin 
collected his wits and sprang at him. 
Silently, the breath of both coming in 
gasps, the two men strove, each claw- 
ing desperately at the other’s throat. 
The reporter fought with the knowl- 
edge that should he lose he would 
■ever agqin see the light of day, the 
other with the fear of’the justice that 
would deal with him. 

.The maniac hugged his arms tightly 
(bout Jimmie, pinioning him so tightly 
that the reporter could not uBe hia gun. 
At length their convulsive movements 
brought the men close to the lantern, 
md the next instant the cellar was 
(longed in darknesB. A second later 
the Professor tripped over some hid- 
den obstruction and fell, dragging his 
opponent with him to the earthen floor. 
To Jimmie’s surprise there was no 
farther movement from the body be- 
neath him. Could the old villian be 
ploying possum? Ho cautiously shifted 
his hold and grasped the hidden throat. 
He pressed the Professor’s windpipe 
for a moment, but there was no an- 
swering struggle. Slowly the truth 
downed upon him. The heavy fall to 
the floor had rendered the older man 
insensible. 

He must work fast. Reaching into 
hit pocket he brought out the ever 
hondy electric torch and flashed it over 
fte features of his prisoner. Kell was 
breathing heavily. With dexterous 
bands the O’Hara swiftly went through 
tie old man's pockets, removing all 
which might tend to make that worthy 
dtngerous — an ugly looking pistol of 
large caliber, a blackjack similiar to 
bis own and a-small bottle. 

' The latter item Jimmie examined 
curiously, finally uncorking it and in- 
Ming the contents. He inhaled, not 
wisely but too well. The fumes from 
the vial were nigh overpowering, and 
he reeled back nauseated. The cork he 
hastily replaced. JuBt what the nature 



of the powerful stuff was he never at- 
tempted to discover. One acquaint- 
ance was enough. ^ 

H e' staggered to his feet and got 
the lantern lighted, then sat, gun 
in hand, waiting for his prisoner’s re- 
turn to his senses. This was becoming 
increasingly imminent, judging by cer- 
tain changes in the Professor’s respira- 
tion-. Finally there came a series of 
shuddering movements aB the' man at- 
tempted to raise his battered body. 

“Get up, you damned butcher,” or- 
dered Jimmie, "and .march upBtairs. 
And just remember that I’ve got you 
covered; don’t make any false moves.” 
He- prodded the prostrate form of the 
L by now glaring fiend before him. The 
stench of the place was nearly over- 
coming him, and again he felt an over- 
whelming desire (o dash madly from 
that den of evil, and once more breathe 
God’s fresh air. Under the stimulus 
, of several shoves the Professor finally^ 
won to his feet and stumbled up the 
stairs. Jimmie was taking no chances 
and kept the automatic sharply digging 
into the ribs of his prisoner. The 
fight, however, seemed temporarily to 
have been all taken out of the old man, 
and. he made no. resistance as the re- 
porter drove him on up to the labora- 
tory. • 

The room he found exactly as he 
left iti At a word from him Norma 
Manion came from her hiding place in 
the horrible room where she had been 
kept prisoner. 

With an hysterical scream she fell 
limply to the floor. The sight of her 
father’s murderer had proved. too' much 
for her. Forgetting his prisoner for 
the moment Jimmie sprang to the girl’s 
Side. 

Kell chose this moment to make a 
dash for freedom. His footsteps, how- 
ever, were not as noiseless as he had 
intended, and O’Hara whirled just in 
time to sef his quarry about to throw 
open the hall door. Jimmie dove for 
his gun, only to encounter the Pro- 
fessor’s mysterious vial, which, though 
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forgotten, still lay in hie pocket. With 
no tinke to think, he acted purely upon 
instinct. His arm drew back and the 
bottle; flew straight for the Professor’s 
head. 1 

B Y. a miracle the missile^ missed ' 
its mark. Came a shivering 
crash, | as the bottle struck a stud in 
the massive door. Of a sudden recall- 
ing the terrific potency of the contents 
of that particular bottle, Jimmie 
gaspep in dismay. Norma Manion’s 
safety; drove every ot^ier thought from 
his m^id. At any cost he must remove 
her from the^proximity of those lethal 
fumes. 

Hastily and without a backward 
glance, he gathered the girl into his 
arms and dashed into the room where 
he had first found her. r Ascertaining 
that she had but swooned be placed 
her gently on the bed. In some per- 
plexity as to his next move he stared 
at the beautiful face now so wan and 
white. Queer that he hadn’t noticed 
the fact before — she was beautiful. He 
even took a second look, then noting a 
continued absence of all sound from 
the laboratory decided to investigate. 

Gingerly he pushed open the door, 
snifiin!g the air - cautiously as he ad- 
vanced. To his nostrils gradually came 
a slight scent, which though almost 
imperceptible made lps senses reel. As 
he approached the hall door he found 
the atmosphere heavy with the sopo- 
rific vapors from the broken vial, and 
he staggered drunkenly. 

He gave a start of surprise. On the 
floor, lying in a grotesque huddle 
which suggested a most unpleasant pos- 
sibility, was the inert body of Profes- 
sor Kell. 

J IMMIE bent over the body and put 
. an experienced ear 'to the heart. 
Yes, tjiere as a faint beat — very faint. 
Even jas he listened he perceived a 
slight increase in the respiration. Now 
the breath began coming in great, chok- 
ing gaapK_only to die suddenly to next 
to nothing. At last with a rueful sigh 



Jimmie reached to hit hip and pu 
duced the private O’Hara flagon. Hi 
stooped over the Professor’s form i»n 
more and by dint of much prying or 
clenched jaws managed to force a liv- 
able; charge of fiery liquid down the 
jOld man’s. throat. Jimmie. had jutt be- 
gun: to entertain a strong hope the 
this latter effort would bring the Pro- 
fessor to life, when his keen ear de- 
tected sighs of a commotion below. 

Hf sprang from his position over tbe 
slowly reviving Kell and Reaped to t 
vantage point beside the door. A 
blackjack miraculously appeared froq 
some hidden part df his anatomy and 
the bver-dependablc Colt also bccanx 
in evidence. Now came the bangin| 
of a ‘door, muffled voices, a crash as of 
a chair overturned in the dark. ' Up 
rollejd a horrible oath, and the m» 
was ; rendered in a voice to Jimmie 
sweetly familiar. Came the sound of 
footsteps on the stairway and seven] 
perspns coming along the hall. 

"\yhere in hell is Jimmie?" roared i 
wicked voice. “If he’s met with asp 
monjrey business in this hell-hole HI 
see that the damned place bums to 
the ground before I leave it I” 

ELIGHTEDLY Jimmie jerked 
open the door. 

,‘‘9till alive, Chief,” he chirped ■ 
the Old Man strode into the laboratory. 
Bland was followed by PerTy, win 
seemed to be in a sort of daze. Bring- 
ing up the rear were a pair of jtlain- 
clotbesmen whom 1 Jimmie knew top 
well-— almost ■'too well. One of thefc 
gentlemen bore a lantern which re- 
minded Jimmie strongly of some be 
had been that night guarding an opa 
ditclji in the public highway. 

The Professor had fully regained 
consciousness land was struggling M, 
his feet. As for Norma Manion, ihf 
had suddenly appeared, leaning weaUf 
agajnst the* door casing, and was nr- 
veyihg the group in great alarm. 

After being assured by O’Hara thti 
they; were her friends she smiled was 
ly. To Bland and the others she w* 
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of course, an unexpected factor in the 
weird night’s doings, and for several 
noments they regarded her curiously. 

At length Jimmie, sensing the ques- 
tion in the Oy Man's eyes, elected to 
offer a few words of explanation. 

“Miss Manion has just been through 
i terrible experience,” he said. "She 
md her father have been for some time 
at the mercy of this monster” — indica- 
ting Kell — “and her nerves are com- 
pletely shattered. We’d better get her 
out of this as quickly as we can.” 
“Mike I” ^Hard Boiled Bland glared 
it one of the officers. “Don’t stand 
there with your teeth in your gums 
like that. Take this girl out to my 
or and let her lie down. She needs 
sstimulant, too. If you search my car 
md find and red liquor in the left back 
door pocket, I don’t know a thing about 
it And stay with her so she won’t b® 
afraid to go to sleep.” 

She smiled in silent gratitude and 
allowed the plainclothesman to lead 
her away from that chamber of horror.- 

T HE reporter lost no time in tell- 
ing Bland of his failure to find 
Skip Handlon. He went on to ac- 
quaint his Chief with the facts of all 
that had occnred while he had been at 
the Professor’s house. 

The fiery old fellow listened grimly. 
When Jimmie' came to the story of the 
corpse and the cask the editor breathed 
use word, "Manion I” ‘ 

Jimmie nodded sadly. All eyes 
turned to the dejected huddle on the 
loor that was Professor Kell. Finally 
Bland could wait no longer, but fixed 
t terrible eye on the murderer and de- 
manded harshly, “Where’s Handlon?” 
Now the Professor burst into a fit 
•f insane laughter, laughter that cur- 
dled the blood of the listeners. 

“You ask me that! It's almost too 
food. Hee-hecl You sent your two 
paecious reporters out. to my hduse to 
pry into my secrets, and thought to dis- 
play my name all over your yellow 
ieet; but you forgot that you were 
feling with Professor Anton Kell, 

UK 



didn’t you?” The last he fairly 
Bbrleked. "A lot of people have tried 
to intrude upon me before, but none 
ever escaped met” 

“We know that,” cut in Jimmie, for 
he was getting impatient and the old 
mafias boastings seemed out of place. 
“You are slated for the rope anyway, 
after' what. I discovered down cellar.” 
He jerked his eyes in the direction of 
the door significantly. “Now we pro- 
pose to find Handlon, and the better it 
wiir be for you if you tell us what you 
have done with him. Otherwise. . . .’’ 
“You can go to hell I” screamed the 
maniac. “If you are so clever, find out 
for yourselves. He isn’t so far away 
that you couldn’t touch him by reach- 
ing out your hand. In fact, he’s been 
with you quite a while. Hee-hee-heel 
Well, if you must know — there he is!” 
With an insane chuckle he pointed at 
Horace Perry. And Perry did a strange 
thing. 

“Yes, you fiend, here I ami” Whose 
voice was that? Was it Perry speak- 
ing, or was it Skip Handlon? Most 
assuredly Perry stood before them, but 
the voice, in a subtle manner, reminded 
the group strodfely of poor old Skip. 

A S' he spoke Perry had launched 
himself at the Professor’s throat 
and had to be restrained by the others. 
Savagely he fought them but slowly 
and surely they overcame hie struggles 
and placed him, writhing, iq a chair. 

Of a sudden Bland leaned forward 
and scrutinized Perry’s face sharply. 
Had the reporter gone insane too? The 
pupils of the eyeB had taken on a sort 
of queer contraction, a fixed quality 
that was almost ludicrous. He looked 
like a man under hypnosis.. He 'had 
gone limp in their grasp, but now sud- 
denly he stiffened. The eyes under- 
went another startling change, this 
time glowing undoubtedly with the 
look of reason. Bland was mystified 
and waited for Perry to explain his 
queer conduct. The latter seemed 
finally to come to. Simultaneously he 
realized that his, peculiar lapae from 
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consciousness had been observed by the 
others, 

"Guess I may as well admit it,” he 
Baid with a wry smile. "Ever since I 
came frack from my assignment with 
Kell. I have had a hell of a tijne. Half 
the time I have been in a daze and 
have not had the least idea what I was 
doing. Funny part of it is that I have 
seemed to keep right on doing things 
even vfhile I was out of my head.” He 
told briefly of the visions he had had 
in which he had seemed to contend 
with his .brother reporter, the horrid 
sensations as he felt himself overcome, 
the black oblivion in which he then 
found himself, and the mysterious 
manner in which he had left Keegan 
on that ill-fated assignment. 

“Wl^at have you done to Handlon?” 
Jimmies voice cut in. He was stand- 
ing over the form of the maniac^ rigid 
and menacing. “You have exactly two 
minutes to go.” 

“Find out for yourself 1” snarled the 
bruised and battered fiend. 

“I will,” was the answer, and on the 
instant a horrible shriek rent the air. 
Jimmif had quickly grasped both of 
the Prbfessor’s apns at the wrists and 
was slQwly twisting them in a grip of 
iron, pcjl’s face W^nt white, the Ups 
writhed back over toothless gums, the 
eyes closed in the supreme effort to 
withstand the excruciating pain. 
Then— 

“Enough, enough I” he screamed. 

O ’HARA eased the pressure slightly 
but retained his hold upon the 
clawlike hands. “Talk fast,” he or- 
dered. 

The old man ktrugglcd futilely in 
the grasp of the powerful reporter, 
finally glancing in the direction of the 
others. Would they show sigpB of 
pity? Surely not Hard Boiled-Bland. 
The Chief was Etching the struggles 
of the victim through a cloud of 
-tobacco smoke which he was slowly 
exhaling through his nose. The plain- 
clothesman displayed no sign of in- 
terest at all. The same was upt 



. “Very well,” he .said sullenly, 
“Hapdlon and Perry are both occupy, 
ing the same body.” 

Wb-a-a-t?” roared Bland. “Jimmie, 
I guess you’ll have to put the screws^ 
him some more. He’s trying to 
fools of us at the last minute 1” 

“No, no I” screamed the Prcifeieor, 
“What I say is truet I have been work- 
ing tor years on my system of de- 
astralization. This last year I at length 
perfected my electric de-astralixer, 
which amplifies and exerts the fifth in- 
fluence of de-cohesion.” 

The whole party began to look un- 
easy and gazed apprehensively at the 
huge Crookes tube which still stood it 
its supporting frame on the table. 

“I have been forced to experiment os 
animals for the most part,” the Profen 
sor continued. “I succeeded in dc-w- 
tralizing a dog and a bull and caused 
them to exchange bodies. The bodice 
continued to function. I was enthu- 
siastic. Other experiments took pl«~ 
of which I will not tell you. Fially 
I began to long for ^ h uman subject os 
Which to try my fifth influence.” 

“JOst get down toicases, if you don't 
mind, Kell.” The Cfnei wanted action 
"Suppose you tell us just what you did 
to Hpndlon and where we can find him. 
I may as well mention that your hie 
depepds upon it. If we find that yoo 
have! done for him, something wok 
than; death may happen to you.” The 
tone ;was menacing. Although Hand- 
Ion was a comparatively late acquisi- 
tion to the old Chiefs staff, still be hid 
been : loyal to the paper. 

“W*>en your two damned reportcn 
entered my driveway,” Kell resumed, 
"I saw them coming through a power- 
ful glass which I always have on hand 
I had no desire to see them, but they 
forced themselves upon me. At last I 
determined that they should furniak 
ma*pal for my experiments 

F your men had looked \into the 
grove behind the barn they would 
have : found the automobile which fi- 
nished two more subjects I was hs^ 
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tu g on band in a room upstairs. Old 
Manion and his daughter gave me quite 
t bit of trouble, but I kept them 
drugged most of the time. He broke 
out of the room to-night though, and I 
bad to kill him. It was self defense," 
he added slyly. 

“Anyway, I found it was possible to 
make two astralB exchange bodies. But 
I also wanted to see if it were possible 
to cause two astrals to occupy the same 
body at the same time, and if so what 
the result would be. I found out. It 
was rare sport to watch your star re- 
porter leave my house. He was damned 
glad to leave, I believe, . . .” Again 
came the insane cackle. 

“Guess we have to believe him 
whether we want to or not.” The de- 
tective came to life. “How about mak- 
ing him release Handlon's — what d’ye 
call it? — astral — from Perry’s body?” 
“Just a moment." The voice now 
was unmistakably Handlon’s, though it 
was issuing from the throat of Perry. 
.“In the minute I have in consciousness 
> let me suggest that before you do any 
nore de-astralizing you locate my 
My. Until then, if I am released 
from this one I am a dead man,” 

The words Btruck the group dumb. 
Where was Handlon’s body? Could 
the Professor produce it? 

That worthy looked rather haunted 
«t that moment, and they began to see 
the fear of death coming upon him. 

“Mercy, mercy I” he begged as the 
- four men started to advance upon him. 
“As soon as 1 had de-astralized Hand- 
Ion I destroyed his body in my pick- 
hag barrel down cellar. But there is 
‘ mother way. . . .’’ He paused, uncer- 
tain as to how his next words would' be 
received. “Go out and get the Manion 
girl. She can be de-astralized and 
Mend Handlon can have her body.” 

A T* this suggestion, advanced so 
naively, the four men recoiled in 
horror. It was entirely too much even 
for Hard Boiled Bland, and he could 
hardly restrain himself from applying 
the editorial fist to the leering face be- 



fore him. Undoubtedly Professor Kell 
was hopelessly insane, and for that rea- 
son he held himself in leash. 

“Kell, you are slated to pull off one 
more stunt,” Jimmie addressed the 
cringing heap. "You know what it is. 
Get busy. And just remember that I 
am standing pver here” — he indicated 
a comer well separated from the rest — 
"with thiB cannon aimed in your direc- 
tion. If things aren’t just according to 
-Hoyle, you get, plugged. Get me?” 
"‘What about it, men?” Bland spoke 
up. "Is it going to be treating Hand- 
Ion right to de-astralize him now? It 
wiH be his last chance to have a body 
on this earth.” 

"Unfortunately thatL body never be- 
longed to Handlon," said O’Hara. 
“Hence I fail to see why Perry should 
be discommoded for the balance of his 
life with a companion astral. Perry is 
clearly entitled to his own body, free 
and uhhampered. Friend Skip is out 
of luck, unless — Well, I don’t mind 
telling you, Kell, that you just gave 
me an idea. Snap into it now I" 

The Professor dragged himself to his 
feet and under the menace of the auto- 
matic fumbledl under the table until he 
had located, the intricate apparatus be- 
fore mentioned. 

“Now if Mr. Perry— or Handlon — 
will kindly recline at full length on 
this table,” he said with an obscene 
leer, “the experiment will begin.” 

“JuBt remember, Kell, this is no exv 
periment," advised Bland, filling the 
Professor with an ugly eye! “You do 
as you’re told.” * 

The other made no reply, but threw 
a hidden switch. Perry, lying flat on 
his back) on the ancient table, suddenly 
found himself being bathed by what 
seemed to be a ray of light, and yet was 
not a rqy of light. What was it? It 
was surely not visible, yet it was tangi- 
ble. A terrific force was emanating 
from that devilish globe above him, 
drawing him out of himself— or— no — 
was he expanding? Again his ears be- 
came filled with confused, horrible 
sounds, the outlines of the room faded 
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from sight; he felt a strange sense of 
inflation . , . of lightness. . . . Obliv- 
ion I 

F ROM Where the others sat a gasp 
of 'Wonder went up. At the first 
contact of the switch there had Been a 
momentary Sash of greenish light 
within the bulb, and then a swift 
transition to a beautiful orange. 'It bad 
then faded altogether, leaving the 
glass apparently inert and inactive. 

But it was not so I The form lying 
beneath the bulb was evidently being 
racked with untold tortures. The face 
became a thing of horror. Now it had 
twisted into a grotesque semblance of 
Handlon’^— now it again resembled 
Perry’s. The Professor quietly in- 
creased thle pressure of the current. 
From the bulb emanated a steelgray 
exhalation of what must be termed 
light, and yet so real it was seemipgly 
material. Assuredly it was not a ray of 
light as we understand light. It came 
in great beating throhs, in which the 
actual vibrations wereJentirely Visible, 
Under each impact the body of Perty 
seemed to change, slowly at first, then 
with increasing speed. The body was 
now dwelled to enormous size. .Bland 
reached forward to touch it. 

"This dp-cohering, influence,” the 
Professor ' was ■ murmuring, almost 
raptly, “causes the atoms that go to 
make a living body repel pne another. 
When the ! body is sufficiently nebu- 
lized, the soul — Back I Back, you 
fool I” he suddenly shrieked; grasping 
Bland by the arm. "Do you want' to 
kill him?” 

Bland hurriedly retreated, convinced 
perforce that Kell’s alarm was genu- 
ine. The editorial fingers had pene- 
trated the subject’s ganficnts without 
resistance and sank into the body as 
easily as if it were so much soft soap! 

T HE body continued to expand un- 
til at length even the hard-headed 
plainclothesman realized that it had 
been reduced to a mere vapor. Within 
this horrid vaporized body, which 



nearly filled the room and which had 
now lost all semblance to a man, 'could 
be discerned two faint shapes. Swiftly 
the Professor extinguished the lantern. 
The shapes, vague though they were, 
could be recognized as those of Horace 
Perry and Skip Hanlon. And they 
were at strife I * 

All eyes were nofcr focussed on Pro- 
fessor Kell, who was evidently waiting 
for something to happen. The two ap. 
paritions within the body-cloud were 
at death grips. One had been overcome 
and was temporarily helpless. It wu 
that of Handlon. And then again the 
astral of Perry forcibly ousted that of 
Handloq from the cloud-cyst. And at 
that instant Professor Kell shut off the 
influence-tube. 

At once a terrific metamorphosis 
took place. There came a sharp sound 
almost like a clap of thunder, with the 
slight exception that this was occa- 
sioned by exactly the reverse effect 
Instead of being an explosion it might 
more properly be termed an inplosion, 
for the mist-cloud suddenly vanished 
The de-cohering influence having been 
removed, the cloud had condensed into 
the form of Perry. Apparently none 
the worse; he was even now beginning 
to recover consciousness. The astral 
of Handlon was no longer visible, 
though hovering in the vicinity. 

Perry’s body was again his own. 

A T this time Jimmie O’Hara elected 
to start ^pmething new by hitting 
the Professor a workmanlike blow on 
the back of the head with the butt of 
his automatic. The next thing Bland 
or anyone jelse present knew the uncon- 
scious body of the Professor was on 
the table and Jimmie was groping for 
the concealed switch. At length he 
found it, and the green ffesh of light 
appeared In the bulb, followed by the 
, brilliant orange manifestation. 

' "Wljat .in hell are you doing?* 
gasped Bland. 

“De-astralizing the Professor,” re- 
plied O'Hara cheerfully. “Don’t yos 
get the idea yet?. Watch 1“ 
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Fascinated, the four men saw the ter- 
rific emanation take, its baleful effect. 
As before, the body commenced to ex- 
pand and gradually took on a misty 
outline. Larger and larger it grew, pn- 
til finally it had become a vaBt cloud 
of intangible nothingness which filled 
the room like some evil nebula. 

A cry of consternation from the de- 
tective aroused Jimmie. Skip Hand- 
Ion’s astral had appeared within the 
field of the nebula to fight for posses- 
sion. There ensued what was perhaps 
the weirdest encounter ever witnessed. 
Though he was in poor physical shape, 
the Professor seemed to have an ex- 
tremely powerful aBtral; and for some 
time the spectators despaired of Hand- 
Ion's victory. Once the latter, evi- 
dently realizing that the powerful in- 
fluence tube had rendered him visible, 
glanced sharply in Jimmie’s direction. 
O’Hara waB conkiderably puzzled at 
this, but watched the progress of the 
struggle tensely. At length the mo- 
ment seemed to arrive which the re- 
porter’s astral had been awaiting. It 
turned tail and fled away from the 
astral of the Professor, disappearing 
beyond the ' outer confines of the 
nebula. 

Jimmie suddenly divined the other’s 
purpose and dived for the hidden 
switch. As he had anticipated, Hand- 
Ion had finally given up the attempt to 
overcome the astral of Kell by force 
and had made up his mind to accom- 
plish his end by strategy. Almost on 
the instant that Jimmie’s hand ’closed 
on the switch the. reporter’s .astral 
again leaped into the field .of the neb-* 
ula. Fiercely it signalled to the fonqer 
second story man to Bhut off the cur- 
rent, but the admonition was unneces- 
sary, for Jimmie had alr&dy done so. 

S WIFTLY the cloud-cyst faded. 

Even as the group caught a fleet- 
ing sight of Skip Handlon, the last that 
mortal eyes would ever see of him as 
he actually was, there came a violent 
disturbance at the edge 1 of the shrink- 
ing nebula. Would the speed of con- 



densation of the atoms which com- 
prised the body of Professor Kfell serve 
to shut out the pursuing astral of Kell 7 

Even Bland held his breath! 

, The cloud lost its luminous^ quality, 
the action of condensation increasing 
in speed. It was barely visible in the 
enshrouding gloom. An astral had 
long since been enveloped within the 
rapidly accumulating substance. Came 
a sudden clap of sound as before, and 
the final act ofjesolution had been ac- 
complished. Whether the Professor 
had succeeded in regaining a position 
within the cloud-cyst before the crucial 
second none could say. 

Jimmie relighted the lantern. Ap- 
parently ithe effect of the love tap ad- 
ministered by his automatic was more 
or less of a lasting-character, and the 
men were put to some ado to restore 
the body of Kell to consciousness. At 
length thefr efforts began to bear fruit, 
however, and it became expedient to 
remove the patient to the softer couch’ 
in the sitting room below. Ab they 
molded forward to lay hold of the limp 
body a figure appeared in the doorway 
to the hall. It was the plainclothes- 
man, Riley, f 

"How about getting under way for 
town,’’ he wanted to know. “Is the old 
party croaked yet? Mipa^Ianion has 
had a fierce time and says she won’t 
stay near this house another minute. 
I don’t like this place myself either. 
Do you know I just got kicked by a 
poll parrot? Let’s get' away from 
here.” 

“Hold on, Riley, what are you talk- 
ing about?” growled Bland. “Kicked 
by a poll parrot 1 You’re — ’’ 

“That’s all right, Chief,” broke in the 
now thoroughly cheerful Perry. , “That 
jackass I shot could probably have told 
us all about it. I positively know the 
beast could tklk.” 

"Humph!” snorted Bland. “Well, if 
a donjtey can talk, and a bull can bite, 
and a hound can hook, why shouldn't 
a parrot — Judas Priest, I’m getting as 
crazy as the rest of yqpt Hurry up 
and get Kel downstairs so we can see 
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whg he is. There I go again! Oh, go 
lie down, Riley." 

"But look, BljUid, look!" Riley was 
pointing a demoralized finger at a cage 
in the comer. He tugged frantically at 
Bland’s coat Sleeve. “See what's in 
there, won’t you?, I — well, I did find 
some liquor in your car, and Miss 
Manion made me take some. I — I 
didn't know it would do this to me. 
Look in there; please, Mr. Bland!” 

B LAND gave Riley a dark look, 
but nevertheless he reached for 
O’Hara’s flashlight. In the cage two 
yellow eyes blinked sleepily out at him. 
Perry began to laugh.' 

"Why, there’s nothing in there but a 
cat. Skip and I heard it purring when 
we first came in here this afternoon. 
Guess Riley — ” 

“Great God, Jimmie, give, me your 
gun I” Hard Boiled Bland for the mo- 
ment failed to^nerjt his sobriquet. The 
torch in his hand threw a trembling 
beam full into the cage. "It’s a snake ! 
And — there I It’s doing it again !’’ 

A agjake it was, indubitably, a huge 
blaK specimen with bright yellow 
stripes-. Bland’s frenzied yell seemed 
not to have exeited it at all, for now the 
sleek fellow had arched its body neatly 
and was calmly ‘licking its sides with a 
long forked totigue. After a moment it 
halted the operation long, enough to 
rub its jaw against a bar of its cage, 
and gave vent; to a sociable mew! 

Even this could not dash the spirits 
of Horace Perry. He laughed delight- 
edly again as he laid Bland by the arm. 

“That creature is perfectly harmless, 
Chief,” he told the editor. “Some- 
where I supfcjpe there’s a mighty dan- 
gerous kitty cat at large, but there's no 
sense in taking it out on this poor rep- 
tile. Let's live and let live.” 

With a shoW of reluctance Bland re- 
turned Jimmiefa automatic, then strode 
over to where lay the form of Kell. 
Perry and O'Hara lingered by the cage 
long enough ,t<j arrange a plan to let the 
snake out doom as soon as opportunity 
offered, after ^rhich they joined their 



Chief. Riley went out to resume his 
vigil in Bland’s car, while his fellow 
sleuth prepared to light the way down- 
stairs. Under his guidance the sick 
man was carried below without mishap. 

Downstairs the now conscious form 
of .the venerable Professor was laid out 
on the ancient sofa until his senses 
should clear a bit. Presently the eye- 
lids fluttered open and a feeble voice 
asked, “Where J;he deuce am I, and how 
did all you guys get here?” 

A JOYOUS gasp went up. That 
voice I Although uttered in some- 
what the same vocal quality as Kell’s 
the intonation and accents had strange- 
ly altered. O’Hara leaned eagerly over 
the figure oif the couch. The question 
he asked was startling in its incongru- 
ity: 

“How are you feeling. Skip!" 
“Rotton,” was the reply from the lips' 
of Kell. “What hit me such a crack on 
the dome? il feel as if I had been 
dragged through a knot-hole. Lemme 
up.” 

“Stay still,” commanded O’Hara, 
kindly but firmly. “You aren’t fit to 
move yet. You are going on a long ride 
and will need your strength. Don’t 
talk, either.” 

A half-hour later they left the house. 
In the front yard the editor called a 
hasty conclave which included the en- 
tire party. Hard Boiled Bland has 
never been known to talk so much at a 
stretch, before or since. 

"Before we start back,” he. began, 
"w% had better come to an understand- 
ing. In the first place — Skip, come 
over here a minute.” 

Norma Manion uttered an involun- 
tary cry of fear as the aged form of 
Kell passed by her. Skip’s instant re- 
sponse to his name had, of course, been 
perfectly natural to him. But it bad an 
odd effect on the others. 

“Miss - Manion, and gentlemen,' 

- Bland sfent on, with a bow of mock 
ceremony, “I want you to meet Mister 
— er, Mister— oh hell, call him Saun- 
ders. This is Mr. Kenneth Saunders 
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ladies and 1 gentlemen. When he gets a 
■have and has hie new face'patched up 
I believe you will like hU appearance 
much more than you do now. ' v 

“Seriously though, folks, I hope that 
with a little 'fixing up the gentleman 
will hardly resemble Professor Anton 
Kell. Kell is dead. Obviously, how- 
ever, this gentleman can hardly con- 
tinue his existence as Skip Handlon. 
Hence — well, hence Mr. Saunders. And 
don’t forget the name. 

“Kow another little matter. This 
house has proven a curse to humanity. 
What has transpired here need never 
be known. Would it not be the wUer 
to eliminate all traces of to-night’s hap- 
penings? There is a way." He looked 
significantly at the others. 

“W OU mean — ” began Perry. 

X. “That we destroy all traces of' 
Professor Kell’s villainy. Although he 
it no more, still someone might notice 
that bis body actively remains. And no 
one wants to do any explaining.” 

"It’s the only way we can protect 
Handlon,” one of the sleuths rumi- 
nated, half to himself. "No judge 
would ever believe a word about this 
de-astralization business. The chances 
■re we would all go to the booby hatch 
and Handlon would go to prison for 
Kell's crimes.” 

“There were four of us that wit- 
nessed the fact of the — the soul 
transfusion, though,” Perry objected. 
“Wouldn’t that be enough to clear 
Skip? Besides, wouldn’t it be possible 
for us to lead a jury out here and dupli- 
cate the experiment?” ' 

“Too much undesirable publicity,” 
growled Bland, who for once in his life 
had found reason to keep something 
good out of the headlines. “What do 
you say, people?” 

"I move we move,” from the detec- 
tive who had had the uncomfortable 



job ,of attending to Norma Manion. 

"Gentlemen, I believe we understand 
each other,” said Jimmie quietly. 
“Now I am going into the barn” — sig- 
nificantly — “to see if everything’s all 
right. While I am there something 
might happen. You understand?" 

The others nodded silent assent. 

I N the snug seat of Jimmie's speed- 
ster Norma Manion shivered as she 
followed the direction indicated by her 
companion’s finger. It was that dark- 
est hour which comes just before the 
dawn. 

To the westward could be perceived 
a dull, red glow, which,' even' as they 
watched -wjth fascinated eyes, devel- 
oped into an intense glare. Gradually 
the fading stars became eclipsed in the 
greater glory. 

Three cars, motors throbbing as if 
eager to be 'gone, stood a space apart 
on the main road. The car behind 
O’Hara’B was the Manion machine, now 
occupied by Bland and Riley. The re; 
maining one was a touring car and con- 
tained the balance of the party. Perty 
was at the wheel, and beside him sat 
the Handlon-Kell-Saunders combina- 
tion. 

“Thus passes a den of horror,” whis- 
pered Jimmie to his companion. 

“It is the funeral pyre of my father," 
the girl answered simply. She had 
long since recovered from her initial 
outburst of grief at her loss, and now 
watched the progress -.of/ the confla- 
gration dry-eyed. At length Jimmie 
slipped an arm protectingly about the 
i trembling shoulders. 

“You haye seen enough,” he said. As 
the three 'cars raced from the scene of 
the holocaust, faint streamers in the 
east told of the rising orb of day. 

“Good-by, Keegan, forever," mur- 
mured Norma. 

“Amen,” O’Hara devoutedly agreed. 





From the Oce&n’s Depths 

By Sewell Peaslee Wright 



F ROM spmewhere Out on the 
black, ! heaving Atlantic, the 
rapid, pnufSed popping of a 
speed-boat's exhaust drifted 
clearly through the night. 

I dropped . tmy 
booljt and stretch- 
ed, leaning back 
more comfortably 
in my ch^ir. 

There was real 



romance and adventure! Rum-runnen, 
Beeking out their hidden port with 
their cargo of contraband from Cube- 
Heading fearlessly, through the dark- 
ness, fighting the high seas, still run- 
ning after the 
storm of a day 
or so before, dar- 
ing a thousand 
dangers for the 
sahe of the straw- 



Mu cahw from the am. Mercer, by bU 
tbouffhMelegreph, laum from the weird- 
ly beautiful oceen maiden of a breach 
that returned there. 
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packed bottles they carried. Sea- 
bronzed men, with hard, flat muscles 
and fearless eyes; ready guns slapping 
their thighs aa they — 

Absorbed in my mental picture of 
these 'modem free-booters, the sudden 
alarm of the telephone startled me like 
an unexpected shot fired beside my ear. 
Brushing the cigarette ashes from my 
Ansking- jacket, I crossed the room and 
snatched up the receiver. 

"Hello I” I snapped ungraciously into 
^the mouthpiece. It was after eleven by; 
the ship’s clock on the mantel, and if — 
“Taylor?” Thp voice — Warren Mer- 
cer’s familiar voice — rattled on without 
waiting for a reply. “Get in your car 
and come down here as fast as possible. 
Come just as you afe, and — ” 

“II THAT’S the matter?" I man- 
VV aged to interrupt him. "Bur- 
glars?” I had never heard Mercer 
•peak in that high-pitched, excited 
voice before ; his usual speech was slow 
and thoughtful, almost didactic. 

"Please, Taylor, don’t waste time 
questioning me. If it weren’t urgent, I 
wouldn’t be calling you, you know. 
Will you come?” 

"You bet I” I said quickly, feeling 
rathsr a fool for ragging him when he 
was in such deadly earnest. "Have — ” 
The receiver snapped and crackled; 
Mercer had hung up the instant he had 
my assurance that I would come. Usual- 
ly the very soul of courtesy and con- 
sideration, that act alone would have 
convinced me that there was an urgent 
need for my presence at The Monstros- 
ity. That was Mercer’s own name for* 
the impressive pile that was at once his 
residence and his laboratory. 

I threw oS the smoking-jacket and 
pulled on a woolen golfing sweater, for 
the wind was brisk and sharpish. In 
two minutes I was backing the car out 
of the garage ; a moment later I was off 
the gravelled drive and tearing down 
the concrete with the accelerator all the 
way down, and the black wind shriek- 
ing around the windshield of my little 
roadster. 



My own shack was out of the city 
limits — a little place I keep to live in 
when the urge to go fishing seizes me, 
which is generally about twice a year. 
Mercer picked the place up for me at 
a song. 

-The Monstrosity was some four miles 
further out from town, and off th'e- 
highway perhaps a half-mile more. , 

I made the four miles in just a shade, 
over that many minutes, and damped j 
on the brakes qs I saw the entrance ter 
the little drive that led towards the sea, 
and Merccr’s.estate. 

ITH gravel rattling on my 
fenders, K|jmie<J off the con- 
crete and swept, between the two mas- 
sive, stuccoed pillars that guarded the - 
drive. Both of them bore corroded 
bronze plates, “The Billows,” the name 
given The Monstrosity by the original 
owner, a newly-rich munitions manu- 
facturer. 

The ^structure itself loomed up be- 
fore me in a few seconds, a rambling 1 
affair with square-shouldered balconies 
and a great deal of wrought-iron work, 
after the most flamboyant Spanish pat- 
tern. It was M>la ze with light. Appar- 
ently every bulb in the place was "burp- 
ing. 

Just a few yards beyond the surf 
boomed hollowly on the smooth, shady 
shore, littered now, I knew, by the piti- 
ful spoils of the storm. ' 

As I clamped on my brakfcs, a swift 
shadow passed two of the lower win- 
dows. Before I could leap from the 
car, the broad front door, with its 
rounded top and circular, grilled win- 
dow, was flung wide, and Mercer capie 
running to meet me. 

He was wearing a bathrobe, hastily 
flung on over a damp bathing suit, his 
bare legs terminating in a pair of dis- 
reputable slippers. 

"Fine, Taylor I" he greeted me. "I 
suppose you’re wondering what itVall 
about. I don’t blame you. But come 
in, come in 1 Just wait till you see her 1" 

"Her?” I asked, startled. “You’re not 
in love, by any chance, and bringing me 
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down here like this merely to back up 
your own opinion of them eyes and 
them lips, Mercfcr?" i 

E laughed excitedly. 

“You'll br, you’ll seel No, I'^p 
not in love. And I want you to help, 
and not admire.' There are only Car- 
son and myself here, you know, and the 
job's too big for the two of us.” He 
hurried^me acrpBB the broad concrete 
porch and into tjhe house. "Throw the 
cap anywhere and come on I” 

Too much amazed to coipment fur- 
ther, I followed my friend. This was a 
Warren Mercer I did not know. Usual- 
ly his clean-cut, olive-tinted face was a 
polite mask that seldom showed even 
the slightest trace of emotion. Hia eyes, 
dark and large, smiled easily, and Bhorie 
with interest, but bis almost beautiful 
mouth, beneath the long slim mustache, 
always closely chopped, seldom smiled 
with his eyes. 1 

But it was his present excited speech 
that amazed me knost. Mercer, during 
all the years l|had known him, had 
never been moved before to such tem- 
pestuous outbursts of enthusiasm. It 
was his habit to speak slowly and 
thoughtfully, in his low, musical voice ; 
even in the midst, of our hottest argu- 
ments, and we had had many of them, 
his voice had ndver lost its calm, un- 
hurried gentleness. 

To my surprise, instead of leading 
the way to the Really, comfortable, al- 
though rather gaudy living room, Mer- 
cer turned to the left, towards What 
had been the bi|liafd room, and was 
now his laboratoijy. >, 

The laboratory, brilliantly illumi- 
nated, was littered, as usual, with ap- 
paratus of every description. Along 
one wall were tht retorts, scales, racks, 
hoods and elaborate set-ups, like the ar- 
ticulated glass fnd rubber bones of 
some weird prehistoric monster, that 
demonstrated Mercer’s taste for this 
branch of Bcience. On the pther side 
of the room 'a corresponding work- 
bench was littered with a tangle of 
coils, transformers, meters, tools and 



instruments, .and at the end of the 
room, behind high black control panels, 
with gleaming bus-bars and staging, 
gaping meters, a pair of generators 
hummed softly. The other end of the 
room was nearly all glass/and opened 
onto the patio and the swimming pooL 

M ERCER paused a moment, with 
his hand on the knob of the 
door, a strange light in his dark eyes. 

“Now you’ll see why I called you 
here,” he said tensely. "You can judge 
for yourself whether the trip was worth 
while. Here she is!” ' 

With a gesture he flung open the 
door, and I stared, following his glance, 
down at the great tiler} swimming pool. 

It is difficult for me to describe the 
scene. The patio was not large, but it 
was beautifully done. Flowers and 
shrubs, even ja few small palms, grew 
in profusion in the enclosure, while 
above, through the movable glass roof 
— made in sections to disappear in fine 
weather — waq the empty blackness of 
the sky. 

None of thie lights provided for the 
illumination of the covered patio was 
turned on, but all the windows sur- 
rounding the patio were aglow, and I 
could see the pool quite clearly. 

The pool — and its occupant. 

I 

W E we^e standing at one side of 
the pool, ne^r the center. Di- 
rectly opposite us, seated on the bot- 
tom of the piool, was a human figure, 
nude save for a great mass of, tawny 
hair that felj about her like a silken 
mantle. The strangely graceful figure 
of a girl, one leg stretched out straight 
before her, the other drawn up and 
clasped by the interlocked fingers of 
herahands, Even in the soft light I 
could see her perfectly, through the 
clear >water, her pale body outlined 
sharply againlst the jade' green tiles. 

I tore mysejlf away from the staring, 
curious eyes pf the figure. 

“In God’s dame, Mercer, what is it? 
Porcelain?” I asked hoarsely, The 
thing had an indescribably eery effect 
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He laughed wildly. 

"Porcelaiii ? Watch . . . look!" 

My eyes followed hia pointing finger. 
The figure was moving. Gracefully -it 
arose to its full .height. The great 
cloud of corn-colored hair floated down 
about it, falling below the knees. Slow- 
ly, with a grace of movement compar- 
able qinly with the slow soaring of a 
gull, she came toward me, walking on 
die bottom of the pool through the 
dear water as though she floated in air. 

F ASCINATED, I watched her. Her 
eyes, startlingly large and dark in 
the strangely white face, were fixed on 
mine. There was nothing sinister in 
the gaze, yet I felt my body shaking 
as though in the grip of a terrible fear. 
I tried to look away, and found myself 
unable to move. I felt Mercer's tense, 
sudden grip upon my arm, but I did 
not,, could not, look at him. 

“She — she’s Binding I” I heard him 
exclaim. He laughed, an excited, high- 
pitched laugh that irritated me in some 
subtle way. 

She was smiling, and looking up into 
my eyes. She was very close now, 
within d'few feet of us. She came still 
closer, until she was at my very feet as 
I stood on the raised ledge that ran 
around the edge of the pool, her head 
thrown back, staring straight up at me 
through the water. 

.1 could see her teeth, very white be- 
tween her coral-pink lips, and her 
bosom rising and falling beneath the 
veil of pale gold hair. She was breath- 
ing water! 

Mercer literally jerked me away from 
the edge of the pool. 

"What do you think of her, Taylor?” 
he asked, hU dark eyes dancing with 
excitement. 

“re'll me about it,” I said, shaking 
my head dazedly. “She is not human ?” 
"I don't know. I think so. As hu- 
man as you or I. I’ll tell you all I 
know, and then you can judge for your- 
self. I think we’ll know in/a few min- 
utes, if my plans work ou.t. But first 
■lip on a bathing suit.” 



I didn’t argue the matter. I let Mer- 
cer lead me away without a word. And 
while I was changing, he told me all 
he knew. of the strange creature in the 
pool. 

\ 

AtE this afternoon I decided to 
go for a little walk along the 
bqach,” Mercer began. “I had been 
working like the devil since early in 
the morning, running some tests on 
what you call my thought-telegraph. I 
felf the need of some fresh sea air. 

“I walked along briskly for perhaps 
five minutes, keeping just out of reach 
of the rollers and^the spray. The shore 
was littered with all sortB of flotsam 
and jetsam washed up by the big storm, 
and I was just thinking that I would 
have to have a man with a truck come 
and clean up the shore in front of, the 
place, when,, in a little sandy poo), I 
saw — her. 

“QJHE was lying face down in the 

tO water, motionless, her head , to- 
wards the sea, one arm stretched out 
before her, and her long hair wrapped 
around her like a half-tranBparent 
cloak. * 

“ I ran up and lifted her from the 
water. Her body was cold, and deathly 
white, although her lips were faintly 
pink, and her heart was beating, faintly 
but steadily. 

“Like most people in ^n emergency, 
I forgot all I ever knew about first aid. 
All I could think of was to give her a 
drink, and of course I didn’t have a 
, flask on my person. So I picked her up 
1 in my arms and brtfught her to ’the 
house as quickly as I could. She seemed 
to be reviving, for she was struggling 
and gasping when I got here with her. 

"I placed her on the bed in the guest 
room and poured her a stiff drink of 
Scotch — half a tumblerful, I believe. 
Lifting up her head, I placed the glass 
to her lips. She looked up at me, blink- 
ing, and took the liquor in a Single 
draught. She did not seem to drink it, 
but Bucked it out of the glass in a 
singla amazing gulp— that’s the only 
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word for it. Tl^e next instant she was I am faster! in the water than he Is. 
off the bed, her if ace a perfect mask of "The harder we tried, the more de- 
hate and agony. I termined I became. She would sit 

"She came at i^ie, hands clutching and there, calm ind placid, until one of. us 
clawing, making odd murmuring or entered the water. Then she became a 
mewing sounds tin her throat. It was veritable fury. It was maddening, 
then that I noticed for the first time "At last I thought of you. I phoned, 
that her hands were webbed I” / and here we: are I” 

1 " "‘But, Mercer, it's a nightmare I” I 

“TI TEBBED?” I asked, startled, protested. We moved out of the room. 

VV "Webbed,” nodded Mercer "Nothing human can live under water 
solemnly. "As are her feet. But listen, and breathe Water, as she does I” 
Taylor. I was amazed, and not a little Mercer pajused a moment, staring at 
rattled when she came for me. I ran me oddly. 

through the French windows out into "The human race," he said gravely, 
the patio. For i moment Blfe ran after "came up oqt of sea. The human race 
me, rather awkwardly and heavily, but as we know it. Some may have gone 
swiftly, nevertheless. Then she saw back.” He 'turned and walked away 
the pool. j again, and I hurried after him. 

“Apparently forgetting that I ex- "What do: you mean, Mercer? ‘Some 
isted, she leaped into the water, and as may have gone back ?’ I don’t get it.” 

I approached a moment later I could Mercer shjook his head, but made no 
see her breathing deeply and grateful- other reply until we stood again on the 
ly, a smile of relief upon her features, edge of the pool, 
as she lay upon the bottom of the pool. The girl was standing where we had 
Breathing, Taylor, on the bottom of the left her, an<^ as she looked up into my 
pool I Under eight feet fcf water I” face, Bhe smiled agdin, and made a 
“And then what, Mercer?” I re- quick gesture with one band. It 
minded him, as he paused, apparently seemed to me that she invited me to 
I5st in thought. join her. 

"I tried' to find out more about herj 

I put on my bathing suit and dived into “T BELIEVE she likes you, Tay- 
the pool. Well,: she came at me like a X lor," said Mercer thoughtfully, 
shark, quick as b 'flash, her teeth show- “You’re light, light skin, light hair, 
ing, her hands tearing' like claws Carson and I are both vgry dark, almost 
through the water. I turned, but not swarthy. And in that white bathing 
quickly enough to entirely escape, suit — yes, I believe she’s taken a fanc^ 
See?” Mercer threw back the dressing to you!” 

robe, and I saw) a ragged tear in his Mercer’s eyes were dancing, 

bathing suit on jhis left side, near the "If she has,” he went on, "it’ll make 

waist. Through the "bint three deep, our work vcfy easy.” 
jagged scratches were clearly visible. “What work?" I asked suspiciously. 

j Mercer, alwAysf&n indefatigable expert- 

**QJHE managed to cUw me, just menter, was never above using his 
ij once,” Mercer resumed, wrap- friends in the benefit of science. And 
ping the robe abjout him again. “Then some of his experiments in the past 
I got out and caljled on Carson for help, had been rather trying, not to say ex- 
I put him into a bathing suit, and we citing. 

both endeavoredj to comer her. Carson “I think I have what you call my 
got two bad scratches, and one rather thought-telejgraph perfected, expert- 
serious bite that I have bandaged. I mentally, ’T(e explained rapidly, ‘‘I fell 
have a number of lacerations, but I asleep working on it ht three o’clock 
didn't fare so badly as> Carson because or thereabouts, this morning, and some 
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tests with Carson seem to indicate that 
it is a success. I should have called 
you to-morrow, for further tests. Near- 
ly five years of damned hard work to 
a successful conclusion, Taylor, and 
then this mermaid comes along and 
makes my experiment appear about as 
important as one of those breakers roll- 
ing in out there 1" 

“And what do you plan to do now?” 

I asked eagerly, glancing down at the 
beautiful pale face that glimmered up 
at me through the clear water of the 
pool. 

M TI7HY, try it on her!” exclaimed 

VV Mercer with mounting enthu- 
siasm. “Don’t you see, Taylor? If it 
will work On her, and we can direct her . 
thoughts, we can find out her history, 
ihe history of her people I We’ll add a 
page to scientific history — a whole big 
chapter! — that will make us' famous. 
Man, this is so big it’s swept me off my 
feet! Look!’ r Apd he held out a thin, 
aristocratic brown hand before my 
eycB, a hand that shook with nervous 
excitement. 

“I don’t blame you,” I said quickly. 
“I’m no savant, and still I see what an 
amazing thing this is. Let’s get busy. 
What can I do?” 

Mercer reached around the door into 
the laboratory and pressed a button. 

“For Carson,” he explained. “We’ll 
need his help. In the meantime, we’ll 
look over the set-up. The apparatus is 
strewn all over the place.” 

He had not exaggerated. The set-up 
consisted of a whole bank of tubes, 
each one in its own shielding copper 
box. On a much-drilled horizontal* 
paqpl, propped up on insulators, were 
half a score of delicate meters of one 
kind and another, witji thin black fin- 
gers that pulsed and trembled. Behind 
the panel was a tall cylinder wound 
with shining copper wire, and beside it 
another panel, upright, fairly bristling 
with knobB, contact points, potentio- 
meters, rheostats and switches. On the 
end of the table nearest the door was 
still another panel, the smallest of the 



lot, bearing only a series of jacks along 
one side/ and in the center a switch 
with four contact points. A heavy, 
snaky cable led from this panel to the 
maze of apparatus further on. 

44 ^ I ' HIS is the control panel,” ex- 
plained Mercer. “The whole af- 
fair, you understand,. is in laboratory 
form. Nothing assembled. Put the dif- 
ferent antennae plug into these jacks. 
Like this.” 

He picked up a weird, hastily built 
contrivance composed of two semi-cir- 
cular pieces of spring brass, crossed at 
right angles. On all four ends were 
bright silvery electrodes, three of them 
circular infshape, one of them elongated 
and slightly curved. With a quick, ner- 
vous gesture, Mercer fitted the thing to 
his head, so that the elongated elec- 
trode pressed against the back of his 
neck, extending a few inches, down his 
spine. The' other three circular elec- 
trodes rested on his forehead and either 
side of his head. From the center of 
the contrivance ran a heavy insulated 
cord, some ten feet in length, ending 
in a simple switchboard plug, which 
Mercer fitted into the uppermost of the 
three jacks. . 

“Now,” he directed, “you put on this 
one” — he adjusted a second contrivance 
upon my head, smiling as I shrank from 
the contact of the cold metal on my 
skin — “and think!” 

He moved the switch from the posi- 
tion marked “Off” to the seoond con- 
tact point, watching' me 'intently, his 
dark eyes gleaming. 

Carson entered, and Mercer gestured 
>o him to wait. Very nice old fhap, 
Carson, impressive even in his bathing 
suit. Mercer was mighty lucky to have 
a man like Carson. ... 

S OMETHING seemed to tick sud- 
denly, somewheri deep in my con- 
sciousness. 

“Yes, that’s very true: Carson is a 
most decent sort of chap.” The words 
were not spoken. I did not bear them, 
I Anew them. "What— I glanced at Mer- 




382 ASTOUNDING STORIES 



cer,.and he laughed aloud with pleasure 
and excitement- j / 

“It worked J” he cried. “I received 
your thought regarding Carson, and 
then turned the switch so that- you re- 
ceived my though^. And you did I” 
Rather gingerly I removed the thing 
from my head and laid it on the table. 

“It's wizardry, I Mercer I If it will 
work as well on hpr . , . , <f 
. “It wifi, I knoy it will I — if we cars 
get her to wear ojne of these," replied 
Mercer Confidently. ‘Thave only three 
of them; I had planned some three-cor^. 
nered experiments with you, Carson, 
and myself. We’ll leave Carson out of 
to-night’s experiment, however, for 
we'll need him. to) operate this switch. 
You see, as it is •now wired only one 
person transmits j thoughts at a time. 
The other two | receive. When the 
switch is on the first contact. Number 
One sends, and Numbers Two and 
Three receive. When the switch is on 
Number Two, ’then he sends thoughts, 
and Numbers One and Three receive 
them. And so on. I’ll lengthen these 
leads so that we can run them out into 
tbe'pool, and then we'll be ready. Some- 
how we must induce her to wear one of 
these things, even if we have to use 
force. I’m sure the three of us can 
handle her.” 

“We should be able to,” I smiled. She 
was such a slim, graceful, almost deli- 
cate little thing ; the thought that three 
strong men might not be able to con- 
trol her seemed almost amusing. 

“You haven’t seen her in action yet,” 
said Mercer grimly, glancing pp from 
his work of lengthening the cords that 
led from the antennae to the control 
panel. “And whgt’s more, I hope you 
don’t.” 

1 WATCHED hirp in silence as he 
spliced and securely taped the last 
connection. 

“All set,” he nodded. "Carson, will 
you operate the switch for us? I be- 
lieve everything is functioning proper- 
ly.” He suryj^ed the panel of instru- 
ments hastily, assuring, himself that 



every reading |was correct. Then, with 
all three of the devices he called an- 
tennae in his ^iaitd, their leads plugged 
into the contrjol panel, he led the way 
to the side of the pool. 

' The girl was strolling around the 
edge, of the pool, feeling the smooth 
tile sides with her hands as we came 
into view, but as soon as she saw us she 
shot through the water to where we 
were standing! 

It was the first time I had seen her 
move in this fashion. She seemed to 
propel herself with a sudden mighty 
thrust of her 4eet against the bottom ; 
she darted through the water with the 
speed of an arrow, yet stopped as gent- 
ly as though 1 she had merely floated 
there. 

As she looked up, her eyes unmis- 
takably sought mine, and her smile 
seemed warm and inviting. She made 
again that strange little gesture of in- 
vitation. 

With an effort I glanced at Mercer. 
There was something devilishly fasci- 
nating about the girl's great, dark, 
searching eyes. 1 

“I’m going; in,” I said hoarsely. 
“Hand me one of your head-set things 
when I reach for it.” Before he could 
protest, I dived Into the pool. 

I HEADED directly towards the 
heavy broqze ladder that led to the 
bottom of the 'pool. I had two reasons 
in mind. I would need something to 
keep me under water,, with niy lungs 
full of air, ana I could get out quickly 
if it were necessary. I had not forgot- 
ten the livid, Ragged furrows in Mer- 
cer's side. t 

Quickly as I shot td the ladder she 
was there before me, a dim, wavering 
white shaper vyaiting. 

I paused, holding to a rung of the 
ladder witli one hand. She came closer, 
walking with the airy grace I had noted 
before, and my heart pounded against 
my ribs as she raised one long, slim 
arm towards me. 

The hand dropped gently on my 
shoulder, pressed it as though in token 
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of friendship. Perhaps, I thought 
quickly, this was, with her, a sign of 
greeting. I lifted my owrV arm and re- 
turned the salutation, if salutation it 
were, aware of a strange rising and 
falling sound, as of a distant humming, 
in my ears. 

The sound ceased suddenly, on a ris- 
ing note, as though qf inquiry, and it 
dawned on me that I had heard the 
speech of this strange creature. Before 
I could think of a course of action, my 
aching lungs reminded me qf the ifeed 
of air, and I released my hold on the 
ladder and let my body rise to the sur- 
face. 

A S my head broke the water, a 
hand, col,d and strong as steel, 
closed around my ankle. I looked 
down. The girl was watching me, and 
there was no smile on her face now. 

"All right I” I Bhouted across the pool 
to Mercer, who was watching anxious- 
ly. Then, filling my lungs with air 
again, I pulled myself, by means of the 
ladder, to the bottom of the pool. The 
restraining hand was removed in- 
stantly. 

The strange creature thrust her face 
close to mine as my feet touched bot- 
tom, and for the first time I saw her 
features distinctly. 

She was beautiful, but in a weird, 
unearthly sort of way. As I had al- 
ready noticed, her eyes were of unusual 
size, and I saw now that they were an 
intense shade of blue, with a pupil of 
extraordinary proportion. Her nose 
was well shaped, but the nostrils were 
slightly flattened, and the orificeB were 
rather more elongated than I had ever 
seen before. The mouth was utterly 
fascinating, and her teeth, revealed by 
her engaging smile, were as perfect as 
it would be possible to imagine. 

The great mane of hair which envel- 
oped her was, as I have said, tawny in 
hue, and almost translucent, like the 
stems of some seaweeds I have seen. 
And as she raised one slim white hand 
to brush back some wispa that floated 
by her face, I saw distinctly the webs 



between her fingers. They wepe barely 
noticeable, for they were as transparent 
as the fins of a fish, but they were there, 
extending nearly to the last joint of 
each finger. 

A S her face came close to my own, 
I became aware of the humming, 
crooning sound I had heard before, 
louder this time. I could see, from the 
movement of her throat, that I had been 
correct- Jn assuming that she was at- 
tempting 'to speak with me. I smiled 
back at her and shook my head. She 
seemed to understand, for the sound 
ceased, and she studied me with a little 
thoughtful frown, 'as though trying to 
figure out some other method of com- 
munication. 

I pointed upward, for I was feeling 
the need for fresh air again, and slowly 
mounted the ladder. This time she did 
not grasp me, but watched me intently, 
as though understanding what I did, 
and the reasons for it. 

"Bring on# of your gadgets over 
here, Mercer,” I called across the pool. 
"I think I’m making progress.” 

“Good boy I” he'cried, and came run; 
ning with two of the antennae, the 
long insulated cords trailing behind 
him. Through the water the girl 
watched him, evident ^islil^e. in her 
eyes. She glanced at me with sudden 
suspicion as MeTcer handed me the two 
instruments, but made no hostile move. 

“You won’t be able to stay in the 
water with her,” explained Mercer 
rapidly. "Th< salt water would short 
the antennae, you see. Try to get her 
to wear one, and then you get your 
head oat of water, and don yours. And 
remember, she won’t be able to com- 
municate with us by words — well have 
to get her to convey her thoughts by 
means of mental pictures. I’ll try to 
impress that -on her. Understand ?” 

I NODDEQ, and picked up one of 
the instruments. “Fire when r£ady f 
Gridley,” I commented,* and sank again 
to the bottom of the pool. 

I touched the’ girl’s head with one 




384 



ASTOUNDING STORIES 



finger, and then pointed to my Own 
head, trying to comwy to her that! she 
could get her thoughts to me. Then I 
held up the antennae, and placed it on 
my own head to show that it could I not 
harm her. . 

My next move Was to offer her I the ' 
instrument, moving slowly, and smiling' 
reassuringly — no” mean feat under 
water. | 

She hesitated a| moment, and then, 
her eyes fixed oh mine, she slofwly 
fixed the instrument over her ovtfn Head 
as she had seen me adjust it upon! my 
own. 

I smiled and noc ded, and pressed her 
shoulder in token >f friendly greeting. 
Then, gesturing toward my own head 
again, and pointin j upward, I climbed 
the ladder. 

“All right, Mercer," I shotted. 
"Start at once, be 'ore she grows iest- 
lesst" 

“I’ve already started I” he called 
backi and I hurriedly donned my Own 
instrument. i t 

Bearing in mind what Mercer ]had 
said, I descended the ladder but a few 
rungs, so that my head remained out of 
water, and smiled down at the girl, 
touching the instrument on my head, 
and then pointing to hers. 

I could sense Mercer’s thoughts now. 
He was picturing himself walking 
long the shore, with the stormy ocean 
in the background. Ahead of hibi I 
saw the white body lying face down- 
ward in the pool. I saw him run ub to 
the po^l and lift the slim, pale figure 
in his arms. 

L ET me make it clear, at this point, 
that when I Say that I saw -these 
things, I mean only that mental images 
of them penetrated my consciousness. 

I visualized them just 33 I could close 
my eyes and visiWlize, for example, the 
fireplace in the living room of my own 
home. . i 

I looked down at the girl. She was 
frowning, and her eyes were very wide. 
Her bead was a little on one sidt in 
the attitude of one who listens inteijtly. 



Slowly and carefully Mercer thought 
out the whole stpry of his experiences 
with the girl until she had plunged 
into the pool.. Then I saw again the 
i>each, with the girl’s figure in the pool. 
The picture grew hazy ; I realized Mer- 
cer was trying to picture the bottom of 
the sea. Then be pictured again the 
girl lying in thq pool, and once again 
the sea. , I was aware of the soft little 
tick in the centet of my brain that an- 
nounced that tjie switch had been 
moved to another contact point. 

I glanced down at her. She was star- 
ing up at me with her great, curious 
eyes, and I sensed, through the medium 
of the. instrument I wore, that she was 
thinking of me. I saw my own fea- 
tures, idealized, glowing with a strange 
beauty that was certainly none of my 
own. I realized that I saw myself, in 
short, as she saw me. I smiled back at 
her, and shook my head. 

A STRANGE, dim whirl of pic- 
tures swept through my con- 
sciousness. I was on the bottom of the 
ocean. Shadowy shapes swept by si- 
lently, and from above, a dim bluish 
, light filtered down on a scene such as 
mortal eyes have! never seen. 

All around were strange structures 
of jagged coral, roughly circular as to 
base, and rounded on top, resembling 
very much the igloos of the Eskimos.' 
The structures varied greatly in size, 
and seemed to be arranged in some sort 
of regular orders like houses along a 
narrow street. Around many of them 
grew clusters of! strange and colorful 
seaweeds that waved , their banners 
gently, as though some imperceptible 
cprrent dallied w)th them in passings 
Here and there figures moved; slim 
jwhite figures that strolled along the 
narrow street, of at times shot over- 
head like veritable torpedoes. 

There were^both men and women 
moving there. The men were broader 
of shouldtr, and their hair, which they 
wore to their Isneys, was somewhat 
darker in color than that of the women. 
Both sexes were Slim, and there was a 
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remarkable uniformity of aize and ap- 
pearance. 

None of the strange beings wore gar- 
ments of any kind, nor were they neces- 
sary. The clinging tresses were cinc- 
tured at the waist with a sort of cord 
of twiBted orange-colored material, and 
some of the younger women wore bands 
of the same material around their 
brows. 

N EAREST of all the figures was 
the girl who was visualizing all 
this for us. She was walking Blowly 
away from the cluster of coral struc- 
tures. Once or twice she paused, and 
seemed to hold conversation with 
others of the slrange people, but each 
time she moved on. 

The coral structures grew smaller 
and poorer. Finally the girl trod alone 
on the floor of the ocean, between great 
growths of 1 kelp and seaw’eedB, with 
dim, looming masses of faintly tinted 
coral everywhere. 1 Once she passed 
close to a tilted, ragged hulk of some 
ancient vessel, its \ naked ribs packed 
with drifted sand. 

Sauntering dreamily, she moved 
away from the ancient derelict. Sud- 
denly a dim shadow swept across the 
■and at her feet, and she arrowed from 
the spot like a white, Blim meteor. But 
behind her darted a black and swifter 
shadow — a shark! 

Like a flash she turned and faced the 
monster. Something she had drawn 
from her girdle shone palely in her 
hand. It was a knife of whetted stone 
or bone. 

'Darting swiftly downward her feet 
spurned the yellow sand, and she shot 
at her enemy with amazing speed. Tlik 
long blade swept in an arc, ripped the 
pale belly of the monster just as he 
turned to dart assay. - 

A GREAT cloud of blood dyed the 
water. The white figure of the 
girl shot onward through die scarlet 
flood. 

Blinded, she did not see that the jut- 
ting ribs of the ancient ship were in 



her path. I seemed to see her crash, 
head on, into one of the massive tim- 
bers, and I cried out involuntarily, and 
glanced down at the girl in the water 
at my feet. 

Her eyes were glowing. She knew 
that I had understood. ' 

Hazily, then, I seemed to visualize 
her body floating limply in the svater. 
'It was ^)1 v$ry vague and indistinct, 
and I understood that this was not 
what- she had seen, but what she 
thought had happened. The impres- 
sions grew wilder, swirled, grew gray 
and indistinct. Then I had a view of 
Mercer’s face, so terribly distorted it 
was barely recognizable. Then a ka- 
leidoscopic maze of inchoate scenes, 
shot through with flashes of vivid, 
agonizing colors. The girl was think- 
ing of her suffering, taken out of her 
native element. In trying to save her, 
Mercer had almost killed her. That, 
no doubt, was why she hated him. 

My own face appeared next, almost 
godlike in its kindliness and its im- 
agined beauty, and I noticed now that 
she was thinking of me with my yellow 
hair grown long^ny nostrils elongated 
like her own — adjusted to her own 
ideas of what a man should be. - 

* 

I FLUNG the instrument from my 
head and dropped to the bottom of 
the pool. I gripped both her shoul- 
ders, gently, to express my thanks and 
friendship. 

My heart was pounding. There was 
a. strange fascination about, this girl 
ftom the depths of the sea, a subtle ap- 
peal that was answered from some deep 
subterranean cavern of my being. I 
forgot, for the moment, who and what 
I was. I remembered only that a note 
had been sounded that awoke an echo 
of a long-forgotten inBtinct. 

I think I kissed her. I know her 
arms were about me, and that I pressed 
her close, so that our faces almost met. 
Her great, weirdly blue eyes seemed to 
bore into my brain. I could feel them 
throbbing there. , . . 

I forgot time and space. I saw only 
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that pale, smiling face and those great 
dark eyts. Then, (strangling, I tore my- 
self from her embrace and shot to the 
surface. 

7 Coughing, I cleared my lungs Df the 
water I had. inhaled. I was weak and 
shaking when I finished, but mj head 
was clear.. The grip of the strange fan- 
.tasy that had gripped me was shaken 
loff. ! > 

Merci r was bending over me, ipeak- 
ing softly., ! 

"I was watching, old man,” hi 
gently. “I can imagine what hap 
A momentary, psychic fusing of 
cient, long since broken link. Yi 
gether with all mankind, came 
of the sea. But there is no reti 
the way.” 

I NODDED, my head bowed |n my 
streaming chest. • 

“Sorry, Mercer,” I muttered. "Some- 
thing got into me. Those big eves of 
hers seemed to tug at threads ofj mem- 
ory . . buried, I can’t describe 
it. . .” I 

He slapped me on my naked Shoul- 
der, a blow that stung, as he hpd in- 
tended it to. It yelped jerk me bkek to 
'the normal. | 

"You’ve got your feet on the ground 
again, Taylor," iile commented Sooth- 
ingly. “I think there’s no dan|;er of 
you losing your -grip on terra firma 
again. Shall we carry on?" 

“There’s more you’d like to leam? 
That you think she can give us?” I 
asked hesitantly. 

“I believe,” replied Mercer, “thit she 
can give us the history of her people, 
if we can only make her undei stand 
what we wish. Gad I If we only could!" 
The name of the Deity was a prayer as 
Mercer uttered it. ' ! 

“We can try, old-timer,” I said! a bit 
Bhakenly. 

Mercer hurried back to the j other 
side of the pool! and I adjusted my 
head-set again, smiling down at the 
girl. If only, Mercer could mak<e her 
understand, and ip only she knew! what 
we wanted to learn! 



I was conscious of the little click that 
told me the switch had been moved, 
Mercer was ready to get his rtetaage 
to her. i 

Fixing my eyes on the girl pleading- 
ly, I settled myself by the edge of the 
pool to await the second and more mo- 
mentous part of our experiment. 

T HE vision, was vague, for Mercer 
was picturing his thoughts with 
difficulty. But I seemed to see again 
the floor of the ocean, with th^ vague 
light filtering down from above, and 
soft, monstfoup growths waving their 
branches lazily in the flood. 

From the left came a band of men 
and women, looking around as though 
in search of soipe particular spot. They 
stopped, and one of the older men 
pointed, the others gathering around 
him as though in council. 

Then the band set to work. Coral 
growth were dragged to the spot. The 
foundation for one of the spini-circular 
houses was laid. The scene swirled 
and cleared again. The house was com- 
pleted. Several other houses were in 
process of building. 

Slowly and deliberately, the scene 
moved. The houses were left behind: 
Before my consciousness now was only 
'a vague and shadowy expanse of ocean 
floor, and in the sand dim in^prints that 
marked where the Btrange people had 
trod, the vague, footprints disappearing 
in the gloom in the direction from 
which the littlf weary band had come. 
To fhe. at least; it was quite clear that 
Mercer was asking whence they Came. 
Would it be as 1 clear to the girl? The 
switch clicked, and for a moment I was 
sure Mercer had not been able to make 
his question dear to her. 

T HE sCene was the interior of one 
of the corpl houses. There were 
persons there, heated on stone or coral 
chairs, padded.; with marine growths. 
One of thrf" occupants of the room was 
a very old man > his face was wrinkled, 
and his hair was silvery. With him 
were a man and a woman, and a little 
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girl. Somehow I seemed to recognize 
the child as the girl in the pool. 

The three of them were watching the 
old man. While his lipB did not move, 
I could see his throat muscles twitch- 
ing as the feirl’s had done when she 
made the murmuring sound I .had 
guessed was her form of speech. 

The scene faded. For .perhaps 
thirty seconds I was aware of nothing 
more than a dim gray mist that seemed 
to swirl in stately circles. Then, grad- 
ually, it cleared somewhat, I sensed the 
fact that what I saw now was what the 
old man was telling, and that the ma- 
jestic, swirling mist was the turning 
back of time. f 

Here was no ocearf bottom, but land, 
rich tropical jungle. Strange exotic 
trees and dense growths of rank under- 
growth choked the earth. The trees 
were oddly like undersea growths, 
which puzzled me for an instant. Then 
I recalled that tlje girl could interpret 
the old man’s words only in terms of 
that which she had seen and under- 
stood. This was the way she vitalized 
the scene. 

T HERE was a gray haze of 'mist 
everywhere. The leaveB were glis- 
tening with condensed moisture ; swift 
drops fell incessantly to the soaking 
ground below. 

Into the scene roamed a pitiful band 
of people. Men with massive frames, 
sunken in with starvation, women tot- 
tering with weakness. The men car- 
ried great clubs, agpie tipped with 
rudely shaped stone heads, and both 
men and women were clothed only im 
short kittles of skin. 

/ Th ey searched ceaselessly for some- 
thing, and I guessed that something 
was food. Now and then one or the 
other of the little band tore up a root 
and bit at it, and those that did so soejn 
doubled into a twitching knot of suf- 
fering and dropped behind. 

At last they came to the edge of the 
sea. A few yards away the water was 
lost in the dense steaming mlama that 
hemmed them in on all sides. With 



glad expressions on their faces, the 
party ran down to the edge of the 
water and gathered up great masses of 
clams and crabs. At first they ate the 
lood raw, tearing the flesh from the- 
shells. Then they made what 1 under- 
stood was [a fire, although the girl was 
abje to visualize it only as a bright red 
Bpot that flickered. 

The scene faded, and there was only 
the slowly swirling mist that I under- 
stood indicated the passing of cen- 
turies. Then the scene cleared again. 

I SAW that same shore line, but the 
people had vanished. There was 
only the' thick, steamy mist, the tropic 
jungle crowding dotyn to the shore, 
and the waves rolling in monotonously 
from the waste of gray ocean beyond 
the curtain of fog. 

Suddenly, from out of the sea, ap- 
peared a series of human heads, and 
then a band of men and women .that 
waded ashore and seated themselves 
upon the beach, gazing restlessly out 
across the sea. 

This was not the saine band I had 
seen at first. These were a slimmer 
race, and whgreas the first bind had 
been exceedingly swarthy, these were 
very fair. 

They did not stay long on shore, for 
they were restless and ill at Case. It 
seemed to me they came there only 
from force of habit, as though they 
obeyed some inner urge they did not 
understand.'In a few secotads they rose 
and ran in)o the water, plunged into it 
as though they welcomed its embrace, 
and disappeared. Then again the 
vision was Bwallowed up by the swirl- 
ing mists of time. 

W HEN the scene cleared again, 
it showed the bottom of the sea. 
A group of perhaps a hundred pale 
creatures moved along the dim floor of 
the ocean. Ahead I could see tip dim 
outlines of one of their strange' cities. 
The band approached, seemed to talk 
with those there, and moved on. 

I saw them capture and kill fish for 
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food, aaw them cirve the thick, spongy 
hearts from certain, giant growths and 
eat them. I saw a pair of killer sharks 
swoop down on! the bandj and the, 
quick, deadly ajccuracy with Which 
both men And women met the attac^. 
One man, older than the rest, was in- 
jured before the sharks were van- 
quished, and wpen their effoits to 
staunch his wounds proved unavailing, 
they left him there and moved on| And 
as they left I saw a dim, crawling shape 
move closer, throw out a long, whip- 
like tentacle, and wrap the body in a 
hungry embrace. I 

They came to and passed other com- 
munities of being?:; like themselves, and 
a city of their ojwn, in much the way 
that Mercer had visualized it. 

Fading, the scdne changed to the in- 
terior of the corn! house again. The 
old man finished his story, and moved 
off into a cubicle in the rear of the 
place. Dimly, I could see thpreja low 
couch, 'piled high with soft marine 
growths. Then ige scene shifted once 
more. | 

A man and a v^oman hurried tip and 
down the narrow streets of the strange 
city the girl had pictured whQn she 
showed us how she had met with the 
shark, and struck her head, so that for 
a long period ^sne lost consciousness 
and was washed ashore. 

O THERS, after a time, joined them 
in their search, whioh spread out 
to the floor of the ocean, away from 
the dwellings. Qne party came to the 
gaunt skeleton cjf the ancient WTeck, ' 
and found the spattered, fresh-picked 
bones of the shaijk the -girl had {killed. 
The man'and the woman came up, and 
I looked closely into their faces. The 
woman’s features were tom withl grief ; 
the man’s lips were set tight with suf- 
fering. Here, it was easy to guess, were 
the mother and the father of the girl. 

A milling masu of white forms shot 
through the ,wati:r in every direction, 
searching. It seemed that they wets 
about to give up the search when aud^ 
dcnly, from out |of the watery {gloom. 



there shot a slim white figure — the girl I 

Straight to the mother and father 
she came, gripping the shoulder of 
each with frantjic joy. They returned 
the caress, the crowd gathered around 
them, listening: to her story as they 
moved slowly, ' happily, towards the 
distant city. 

Instead of- a picture,' I was conscious 
then of a sound, like a single pleading 
word repeated softly, as though .some- 
one said “Please I Please I Please I” over 
and over again. The Bound was not at 
all like the English word. It was a 
soft, musical - beat, like the distant 
stroke of a mellow gong, but it had all 
the pleading quality of the word it 
seemed to bring to mind. 

I looked down into the pool. The 
'girl had mounted the ladder until her 
face waspjust , below the surface of the 
water. Her eyes met mine and I knew 
that I had not misunderstood. 

I threw off the instrument on my 
head, and dropped down beBide her. 
With both hands I grasped her shoul- 
ders, and, smiling, I nodded my head 
vigorously. 

She understood, I know she did. I 
read it in her face. When I climbed 
the ladder again, ahe looked after me, 
smiling confidently. 

Although I hM not spoken to her, 
she had read and accepted the promise. 

M ERCER stared at me silently, 
grimly, as I told him what I 
wished. Whatever eloquence I may 
' have, I used on him, and I saw his cold, 
scientific mind waver before the 
warmth of my appeal. 

~ "We have no right to keep her from 
her people,” I concluded. “You saw her 
mother and father, aaw their suffering, 
and the joy her return would bring. 
You will, Mercer — you will return her 
to the sea?” 

For a long time, Mercer did not re- 
ply. Thefi he lifted his dark eyes to 
mine, and smiled, rather wearily. 

“It is the only thing we can do, 
Taylor,” he said quietly. “She is not 
a scientific specimen; she is, in her 
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my, as human as you or I. She would 
probably die, away from her own kind, 
living under conditions foreign to her. 
And you promised her, Taylor, 
whether you spoke your promise or 
not." His smile deepened a bit. "We 
capnot let her receive too bad an 
opinion of her cousins who live above 
the surface of the seal” 

A ND so, just as the dawn was 
breaking, we took her to the 
shore. I carried her, unresisting, 
trustful, in my arms, while Mercer 
bore a huge basin of vyater, in which 
her head was submerged, so that she 
might not suffer. 

Still in our bathing suits we waded 
out into the ocean, until the waves 
•plashed against 4hir faces. Then I 
lowered her into the sea. Crouching 
there, so that the water was just above 
the tawny glory of her hair, she gazed 
up at us. Two. slim white hands 
reached towards us, and, with one ac- 
cord, Mercer and I bent towards her. 
She gripped both our shoulders with a 
gentle pressure, smiling at us. 

Then she did a strange thing. She 
pointed, under the water, out towards 
the depths, and with a brpad, sweeping 
motion of her arm, indicated the 
•bore, as though to say that she in- 
tended to return. With a last swift, 
■miling glance up into my face, she 
turned. There wa£ 9 flash of white 
through the water. She was gone. . . . 

Silently, through the silence and 
beauty of the dawn, we made our way 
back to the house. \ 

A S we passed through the labora- 
tory, Mercer glanced out at the 
empty pool. 



“Man came up from the sea,” he said 
slowly,: “and some men went back to it. 
They were forced back to the teem- 
ing source from whence they came, for 
lack of- food. You saw that, Taylor — 
saw her forebears become ampkibians, 
like the now extinct Dipneusta and 
Ganoideii, or the still existing Neocer- 
atoduB, Polypterus and Amia. Then 
their lungs became, in effect, gills, and 
they lost their power of breathing at- 
mospheric air, and could use only air 
dissolved in water. 

“A whole people there beneath the 
waves that land-man never dreamed of 
—except^ perhaps, the sailors of olden 
days, with their -tales of mermaids, 
wkich we are accustomed to laugh at in 
our wisdom I” 

“But why were no bodies ever 
washed ashore ?” I asked. "I would 
think — ” 

“You saw why,” interrupted Mercer 
grimly. “The ocean teems with hun- 
gry life. Deaths is the signal for a 
feast. It was little more than a 
miracle that her body came ashore, a 
miracle due perhaps to the storm which 
sent the hungry monsters- to the 
greater depths# And even had a body 
come ashore it would have been buried 
as that of some unknown, unfortunate 
human. The differences between these 
people and ourselves would not be 
noticeable to a casual observer. 

“No, Taylor, we have been party to 
what was dose to a miracle. And we 
are the only witnesses to it, you and 
Carson and myself. And” — he sighed 
deeply — "it is over.” | 

* I did not reply. I was thinking of 
the girl’s odd gesture, at parting, and 
I wondered if it were indeed a finished 
chapter. • 






Me ay planes and Zeppelins were eirtling 
mrotad the mysterious visiiant. 



Vandals of the Stars 



By A. T. Locke 



I 



the 



T came suddenly, without warning, 
and it brought consternation to 
the people bf the world. 

A filament of flame darted down 
dark skies 



one moonless 
night and those 
who Baw it be- 
lie v e d. at first, 
that it was a me- 
teor. Instead bf 



A livid flarua across Spao 

over Manhattan horara Taoxical, 
of Malfeto, Lord of tha Universe, who 
comas with tan thousand warriors to 
rarasu and subjugata ono mora planaft . 
for his mas tar. 



streaking away' into oblivion, however, 
it became larger and larger, until it 
seemed as though some vagrant, blaz- 
ing star was about to plunge into the 
earth and anni- 
hilate the planet 
and every vestige 
of life upon it. 
But then it drew 
slowly to a stop 
high up in the at- 
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moephere, where it remained motion- peared its effulgence had vanished 
less, glowing white' and incandescent completely and it was barely visible to 
against the Stygian background of the the millions who were staring up to- 
overcast skies. ward it from the earth. 

In shape it resembled a Zeppelin, It seemed to be suspended directly 
bat its dimensions very apparently ex- above Manhattan, and the inhabitants 
ceeded by far those of any flying craft of New York were thrown into a fever- 
that ever had been fabricated by the ish excitement by the strange and un- 
hand of man. * precetfented phenomenon. 

As it hung poised high up in the air 

it gradually lost its dazzling glow and 1 p OR it scarcely had come to a stop, 
became scarlet instead of white. Then, X7 and certainly it had not , been 
as it continued to cool, the color poised aloft for more than a few min- 
iwiftly drained from it and, in a few utes, when most of those who had not 
minutes, it shone only with the dull actually witnessed its sensational ap- 
and ugly crimson of an expiring ember, pearance were apprised of the inex- 
In a half-hour after it first bad ap- plicable occurrence by the radiovision, 
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which were scattered throughout the 
vast metropolis. 1 In theaters and res- 
taurant* and other gathering places, as 
well as in millions of homesj a voice 
from the Worldwide Broadcasting 
Tower announced the weird i visitant. 
And rts image, las it glowed in ttye 
night, was everywhere transmitted to 
the public. i 

Only a short time after it [first had 
been observed pieople were tjfronging 
roof-tops, terraces, and itreets, and 
gazing with awe and wonder at the 
great luminous object that wak floating 
high abovj them. <* [ 

There were those who thought that 
the world was coming to an end, and 
they either were; dumb with fright or 
strident with hysteria. People with 
more judgment, j and a smattering of 
scientific knowledge, dismissed the 
thing as some harmless meteorological 
manifestation thnt, while interesting, 
was not necessarily dangerous. And 
thei e were many, inclined to in- 
crec ulity and skepticism, who believed 
that they were witnessing a hoax or an 
advertising scheme of some hew sort. 

Bpt 3 b the foments went by the 
world commenced to become stirred 
and alarmed by the reports which came 
over the radiovikors. 

Fbr powerful planes and metal-' 
shelled Zeppelink had climbed swiftly 
aloft to investigate the incompre- 
hensible Thing ^hat was poised high 
above Manhattan, and almost unbeliev- 
able reports were) being sent earthward. 

I 

D IRK VAN&ERPOOL had been 
sitting aknie on the broad terrace 
of his apartment that occupied the 
upper stories of the great -Gotham 
Gardens Building when he Baw that 
streak of fire slip down against the 
darkness of the night. 

For a moment he, too, had; believed 
that he was watching a meteor, but, 
when he aaw it come to a Blow stop 
arid hang stationary in the heavens, he 
rose to his feet with an exclamation of 
surprise. 

For a while he gazed upward with an 



expression of astonishment on his face 
and theh he turned as he heard some- 
one walking softly in his direction. It 
was Barstowe, his valet, and the eyes 
. of the man Were alive with fear. 

"What iB that thing, Mr. Vander- 
pool?” he asked in a voice that trem- 
bled with alarm. Barstowe was a man 
of middle age, diminutive in size, and 
he had the appearance of being nearly 
petrified with terror. “They are saying 
over the televisor that — ”, i 

' “What are they Baying about it?" 
asked Dirk somewhat impatiently. 

"That no one can explain what it is," 
continued Barstowe. “It must be some- 
thing terrible, Mr. Vandcrpool.” 
"Wheel out the luci scope,” ordered 
Dirk. V 

B ARSTOWE disappeared Into the 
apartment and returned with a 
cabinet that was mounted on small, 
rubber-tired wheels. The top of h was 
formed of a metallic frame in which a 
heavy, circular, concave glass was 
fitted. The frame was hinged in front 
so that it could be raised from the rear, 
and adjusted to any angle necessary to 
catch the light rays from any distant 
object. Within the cabinet the fays 
passed through an electrical device 
that amplified them millions of times, 
thus giving a clear, telescopic vision of 
the object on which the luciscope was 
focused. 

This instrument, years before, hid 
supplanted entirely the old fashioned 
telescopes which not only had been im- 
mense and unwieldly but which alto 
had a very limited Tange of vision. 

Dirk adjusted the light-converger so 
that it caught the rays that viere being 
emanated by the weird and shimmering 
mass that was suspended almost di- 
rectly above the lofty terrace on which 
he was standing. \ 

Then he switched oh the current and 
glanced- into the eye-piece of the ap- 
paratus. JPor several momenta he re- 
mained silent, studying the image that 
was etched to vividly on the ground- 
glass within the luciscope. 
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"It is a queer thing, there is no doubt 
■bout that,” he confessed when finally 
he raised his head. “It resembles a 
gigantic Zeppelin in shape but it does 
not seem to have any undercarriage or, 
as far aB I cpri see, any indication of 
propellers or portholes. I would say, 
though, Barstowe, that it might be a 
■hip from some other planet if it wasn’t 
far the fact that it seems to be in an 
almost molten Btate.” 

D IRK again looked into the lucis- 
cope and then he made a few ad- 
justments with a thumb-screw that 
projected from the side of the ap- 
paratus. 

“It is up about forty thousand feet,” 
he told Barstowe, “and it must be more 
than a half-mile in length. Probably,” 
he added, “it is a planetary fragment 
of some odd composition that is less 
responsive to gravitation than the ma- 
terials with which we are familiar. You 
will find, Barstowe, that there is noth- 
ing about it that science will not be 
able to explain. That will be all now,” 
he concluded. 

Barstowe walked over the terrace and 
disappeared into the apartment. Dirk, 
left alone, wheeled the luciscope over 
by the chair in which he had been sit- 
ting and near which a radiovisor was 
standing. 

He switched on the latter and lis- 
tened to the low but very distinct voice 
of the news-dispatcher. 

“ — and planes and Zeppelins now are 
starting up to investigate the strange 
phenomenon — ” 

Again Dirk placed an eye to the lens 
of the luciscope and once more the 
Thing leaped into his vision. The 
powerful machine brought it so close 
to him that he could see the heat waves 
quiver up from it. 

The light that it radiated illuminated 
the night for .thousands of feet and 
Dirk could see, by means of that crim- 
son glare, that many planes and Zep- 
pelins were circling around the myster- 
ious visitant. None of them, however, 
approached the alien freak, the heat ap- 



parently being too intense to 'permit 
close inspection. ' 

D IRK himself was tempted for a 
moment to jump into a plane and 
go' up and take a look at the fiery mass. 

But, after a moment's consideration, 
he'decided that it would be far more 
interesting and comfortable - to remain 
right where he was and listen to the 
reports which were being sent down 
from above. _ 

“ — thus far there seems to be no 
caflse for alarm, and people are advised 
to remain calm — careful observations of 
the luminous monster are being made 
and further reports concerning it will 
be broadcast — ” 

v Dirk Vanderpool rose to his feet, 
walked to the coping of the terrace 
and peered into the magnascope that 
was set into the wall. 

He saw that the street, far below 
him, was jammed with struggling peo- 
ple and the device through which he 
was looking brought their faces before 
him in Btrong relief. Dirk was deeply 
interested and, at the same time, 
gravely concerned as he studied the 
upturned countenances in the mob. 

Fear, desp^r, reckless abandon, 
mirth, doubt, religious ecstacy and all 
the other nuances in the gamut of hu- 
man emotions and passions were re- 
flected in those distorted visageB which 
were gaxing skyward. 

T HE silvery humming <pl a bell di- 
verted his attention from the 
scene of congestion below him and, 
turning away, he walked across the ter- 
*race and into the great living-room of 
his luxurious abode. 

Stepping to the televisor, he turned 
a tiny awiteh, and the face of a girl 
appeared in the glaBS panel that was 
framed above th» sound-box. He smiled 
as be lifted the receiver and placed it 
to his ear. 

“What is the matter, Inga?" he 
asked. “You look as if you were ex- 
pecting— -well, ^almost anything dis- 
astrous.” 
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“Ob, Dirk, wjiat ia that thing?" the 
girl asked. “I really am frightened 1" 
He could see by the expression in 
her blue eyes that she, too, was becom- 
ing a victim bt the hysteria that was 
taking possession of many people. ' 
"I wouldn’t b« alarmed, Inga," he re- 
plied reassuringly. “I don’t know what 
it is, and no one else seems to be able 
to explain it." 

"But it is frightful and uncanny, 
Dirk," the girl insisted, “and I am sure 
that something terrible is going to hap- 
pen. I wish," she pleaded, -that you 
would come over and stay with me for. 
a little while. I am all alone and — ” 
"All right, Inka,” he told her. “I will 
be with you in a few minutes.” 

He hung up the receiver of the tele- 
visor and clicked off the switch. The 
image of the golden-haired girl to 
whom he had been speaking slowly 
faded from the glass. 

A TTIRING himself for- a' short 
sixty-mile hop down Long Is- 
land, irk passed out to the landing 
stage a id, stepping into the cabin of 
his pis e, he threw in the helicopter 
lever. Phe machine rose straight into 
the air for a couple ‘ of hundred feet 
and the i| Dirk headed it westward to 
where pe nearest ascension beam sent 
its red light towjering toward the stprs. 
It marked a vertical air-lane that led 
upward to thei horizontal lanes of 
fligjht. i 

Northbound ships flew between two 
and four thousand feet; southbound 
planes between fjve and seven thousand 
feet; those easfoound confined them- 
selves to the level between bine and 
eleven ' thousand' feet, while the west- 
bound flyers monopolized the’ air be- 
tween twelve apd fourteen thousand 
feet. j 

All planes flying parallel to ihe 
earth were careful to avoid pose red 
beacons which marked ascension 

routes, and the shafts of green light 
down which descending planes dropped 
to the earth or into lower levels of 

travel. \ / 



When Dirk’s altimeter indicated 
seventy-five hundred feet he turned the 
nose of his ship eastward and adjusted 
his rheostat until his motors, fed by 
wireless current, were revolving at top 
speed. 

The gTeat canyons of Manhattan, 
linked by arches and highways which 
joined and passed through various 
levels of the stupendous structures of 
Bteelite and quartzite, passed swiftly 
beneath him; and, after passing for s 
few minutes over the deserted surface 
of Long Island, he completed his 
sixty-mile flight and brought his ship 
to a rest on a landing stage that was 
far up on the side of a vast pile that 
N^ose up close to the shore of the Sound. 

A S soon as he stepped from the 
door of the cabin he was joined 
by a girl who, apparently, had been 
lingering there, awaiting his arrival. 

She waB perhapB twenty yeats old, 
and she had the gold$n hairy the light 
complexion, and the blue eyes which 
still were characteristic of the women 
of northern Europe. 

The slender lines of her exquisite 
figure and the supple grace which she 
displayed when she moved toward 
Dirk were evidence, however, of tlf 
Latin blood which was in her veins. 

For Inga Frsgoni, the daughter and 
heiress of Orlando Fragoni, seemed to 
be a culmination of all of the desirable 
qualities of the women of the south 
and those of the north. 

The terrace on which Dirk had 
landed'was illuminated by lights which 
simulated sunshine, and their soft 
bright glow revealed the violet hue of 
her eyes and the shimmering gloss of 
her silken hair. She wore a sleeveless, 
light blue tunic which was gathered 
around her waist with a bejeweled 
girdle. 

On her tiny feet she wore scandals 
which were~ > spun of webby filaments 
of gold and platinum. 

“Dirk, I am so glad that you are 
here I” she exclaimed. “I felt so much 
alone -when I called you up. Dad is 
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locked in the observatory with Pro- 
fenor Nachbaren and three or four 
other mdn and the servants— well, they 
all fit so terrified that it simply alarms 
me to have them around,” 

“But that is Stanton’s plane there. 
Isn’t it?" asked Dirk, indicating a 
powerful looking machine that stood 
on the terrace. 

ES, Dirk,” the girl replied. “He 
X arrived here three or four min- 
utes before you did. I thought, at first, 
that it was you coming. And Dirk,” 
bhe continued, with a note of excite- 
ment in her voice, “he flew up to look 
at that thing, and I know that he is as 
frightened about it as I am.” 

Dirk grunted, but he gave no ex- 
pression of the dislike and distrust 
that Stanton aroused in him. The lat- 
ter, he. knew, was very much inclined 
to look with favor. on Inga, and his 
presumption annoyed Dirk because, 
while he and the girl had not declared 
Jheir intention of living together, they 
were very much in love with each 
other. 1 

“You will want to hear him tell 
about it, I know, Dirk,” the girl said. 
“I left Stanton up on the garden ter-r 
race when I saw you coming down. 
Come, we will go and join him." 

Dirk and Inga strolled slowly along 
paths which were lined with exotic 
shrubbery and plants. Here and there 
a fountain tossed its glittering spray 
high into the air while birds, invisible 
in the feathery foliage, warbled and 
thrilled entrancingly. Soft music, 
transmitted from the auditoriums be- 
low, blended so harmoniously with the 
atmosphere of the terraces that it 
Itemed to mingle with and be a part of 
the drifting, subtle scents of the 
abundant flowers which* bloomed on 
every aide. 

For these upper terraces of Fragoni’s 
palace were enclosed, during inclement 
weather, with great glass plates which, 
at the touch of a button, automatically 
appeared or disappeared. 

Winding their way easily upward, 



Dirk and Inga came finally to a se- 
cluded terrace which overlooked the 
Sound. Here they saw Stanton, who 
was unaware of their approach, looking 
skyward at the dim and sinister shape 
which was outlined againBt the sky. 
Stanton’s brow was contracted and his 
expression was filled with apprehen- 
sion. He started suddenly when he be- 
came conscious of the presence of Dirk 
and the lovely daughter of Fragoni. 

He* rose to his feet, a short man in 
his forties, stocky in. build and some- 
what swarthy in complexion. He con- 
trasted very -unfavorably with Dirk, 
who was tail and well-built and who 
had abundant blond hair and steady 
steel-blue eyes. 

“What do you make of that thing, 
Vanderpool?” he asked, almost ignor- 
ing the presence of Inga. 

“I don’t know enough about it yet to 
be able to express an opinion,” Dirk re- 
plied. “We will find out 'about it soon 
enough,” he added, “so why worry 
about it, in the-meantime?" 

“It is well enough to affect such an 
attitude,” said Stanton, with a touch of 
sarcasm in his vpice, “but let me tell 
you, Vanderpool, that there is godd 
reason to worry about it.” 

D IRK frowned at the statement as 
be saw a shadow pass over the 
fair face of Inga. 

“That th|ng up there,” continued 
Stanton, with conviction in his voice, 
“is not a natural phenomenon. I flew 
fairly dose tq it ip my plane and I 
ktiew what I am sptaking about. That 
thing is some sort of a monster, Van- 
derpool, that is made of metal or of 
Some composition that is an unearthly 
equivalent of metal. It is a diabolical 
creation of some sort that has come 
ftom out of the fathomless depths of 
the universe.” He shuddered at the 
fantasy that his TeverUh imagination 
was creating. “It is metal, I tell you,” 
he continued, “byt it is metal that is 
endowe|l with some sort of intelli- 
gence. ' I was up there,” he breathed 
swiftly, “and I saW it hanging there in 
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the sky, quivering with heat and life." 

‘I You are nervous, Stanton,” said 
Vanderpool coolly. “Get a grip on 
yourself, .man, and look at the thing 
reasonably. If that thing has intelli- 
gence,” he added, “we will find some 
way to slay it/’ t / 

“Slay it I" exclaimed Stanjon. “How 
can you expect to slay a mad creation 
that can leap through space, from 
world to world, like a wasp goes dart- 
ing from flower to flower? How can 
you kill a thin j which not only defies 
absolute zero iut also the immeasur- 
able heat which its frictior* with the 
atmosphere gei icrated when it plunged . 
toward the eai th ? How can you kill 
a thing that s< ems to have brains and 
nerves and bcnes and flesli of some 
strange substance that is harder and 
tougher than ai ly earthly compound we 
have discoverei 1 ?” 

H E stopped speaking for a moment. 

They listened to the voice that 
was broadcasting from the Worldwide 
Tower. 

“—our plant s have approached to 
within a', few thousand feet of it and 
are playing tht ir searchlights over the 
surface of the leviathan. It is not a 
meteorite of sny kind that ‘scientists 
have heretofore examined — its surface 
is smooth and unpitted and shows no 
apparent effect of the tremendous heat 
to which it was subjected during its 
drop through t he atmosphere. It seems 
to be immune to gravity— its weight 
must be tremendous, and it is fully 
three-quarters of a mile long and be- 
tween seven rnd eight hundred feet 
in diameter at its widest part, but it 
lies motionlesi — motionless — at about 
forty thousand feet." 

“It doesn’t appear now as if it . 
would prove very dangerous," re- 
marked Dirk. 

“ — and peop e are warned again to 
maintain their composure and to go to 
their homes anld remain there for their 
own protection and the. protection of 
others. Riots and seriods disturbances 
are reported from cities in all parts 



of the world — mobs are swarming the 
streets t>f Manhattan and the other 
boroughs of New York, and the police 
are finding it difficult to restrain the 
frenzied populations in other cen- 
ters. .” 

T HERE was a pause, then, of some 
moments, and then the voice of 
the broadcaster, vibrant with excite- 
ment, was heard again. 

“ — a plane has made a landing on the 
surface of the monstrosity, which, it 
seems, has not only lost its heaf but is 
becoming decidedly cold — ” 

A servant appeared from among the 
shrubbery and paused before Dirk. 

“There is a call for you, Mr. Vapder- 
pool,” he said respectfully. 

Dirk excused himself and, entering 
the sumptuoui apartment that opened 
from the terrace, went to the televisor. 
He saw the face of Sears, the chief 
secretary of Fragoni, in the glass 
panel. 

“There will be a meeting of the coun- 
cil at nine o’clock in the morning, Mr. 
Vanderpool,” came the voice over the 
wire. ' 

“Thank you, Sears,” replied Dirk. 
"It happens 'that Stanton is here at the 
present time. Shall I notify him of tbe 
.conclave?” 

f “If you will,, please," Sears re- 
sponded. “By the way, Mr. Vander- 
pool, is there anything wrong at your 
apartment ? 1 \ tried to call you there 

before I located you here and I failed 
to get any response.” 

“I guess that all of my servants have 
run out from Under cover because of 
their fear of that thing in the sky,” 
Dirk responded. “Do you knbw any- 
thing about it, Sears?” he asked. 

“It will be discussed at the meeting 
to-morrow . morning,’’ replied Sears 
shortly. “Good night, Mr. Vander» 
pool.” 

D IRK, upon returning to the ter- 
race, saw that both Stanton and 
Inga were silently and fearfully look- 
ing up into the; night. 
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"A meeting of the council at nine 1 
o'clock in the morning, Stanton," Dirk 
■aid abruptly. "I told Sears I would 
notify you.” , 

“I thought that we would be called 
together very soon,” said Stanton. “It’s 
concerning that damn thing up there,” 
“Perhaps,” agreed Dirk carelessly. 
“Well,” he added, "I believe that I will 
hop home and get some sleep.” 

“Sleep I” exclaimed Stanton. “Sleep? 
On a -night like this ?“ * 

"Oh, Dirk,” pleaded Inga, “stay here 
with me, won’t you? I am not going 
to bed . because I just know that I 
wouldn't be able to close my eyes.” 
“Let him go, Inga, if he wants to 
ileep,” urged Stanton. “I will stay 
here and keep watch with you.” 

“—and if order is not restored in the 
meets of Manhattan within the course 
of a short time, the authorities will re- 
■ort'to morphite gas to quell the 
turbulence and rioting—’’ 

“The streets must be frightfully con- 
gested," said Inga. “It isjthe first oc- 
casion in a long time that the police 
have had to threaten the use* of mor- 
phite.” 

“—we do net want to alarm people 
unnecessarily but we have to report,” 
came the hurried voice of the broad- 
caster, "that the monstrous mass that 
has been hanging above the city jtist 
made a sudden drop of five thousand 
feet and again came to a stop. It is 
now a little more than six miles over 
Manhattan and — again it has dropped. 
This time it fell like a plummet for 
twelve thousand feet. It U now about 
twenty thousand feet, some four mile9) 
above Manhattan and — ” 

A CRY of alarm came from the lips 
of Inga as she gazed upward and 
■w that gigantic, ominous-appearing 
object loom dim and vast in the dark- 
ness above them. 

8he went to Dirk and threw her arms 
around him, as if she were clinging- to 
him for protection. 

“Don’t leave me, Dirk,” she whis- 
pered. “I can just feel that something 



terrible is going to happen, and I want 
you with me I” 

“I’ll stay with you, of course,” whis- 
pered Dirk. Something of -’that feel- 
ing of dread and apprehension which 
so fuUy possessed his two companions 
entered into his mind. “Don’t tremble 
so, Inga," he pleaded. - “It is a strange 
thing, but we will know more about it 
in the morning. Be calm until then, 
my dear, if you can.’ r 

He looked over the shoulder of the 
girl, whose face was buried against his 
breast, 'and he saw a hundred great red 
and green shafts of light shooting up 
into the air. Fleeting shadows seemed 
to pass swiftly up and down them, and 
he knew that thousands of planes were 
abroad, some of them seeking the 
heights and others dropping down. 

The great towers of Long Island 
were all aglow, and it was apparent 
that few people were sleeping that 
night. The scarlet sky over Manhattan 
indicated that the center of the metro- 
polis, too, was alive to the menace of 
the weird visitant that now was so 
plainly visible. 

All night long they remained on the 
terrace, Dirk and Igna seated close to- 
gether and Stantln, at a distance, 
brooding alone over the disaster which 
he felt was impending. 

The illuminated dial of the great 
clock that was a part of the beacon, 
tower on the Metropole Landing Field 
told off the slow passing of the hours. 

All night long they listened to the 
reports that came through the radio- 
visor and watched that immobile, 
threatening monster of metal. 

Bht it remained static during the 
rest of the night. And, with the com- 
ing of a gray and Bunless dawn, it still 
hung there, motionless, silent and sin<- 
ister. 

T HE next morning the President 
of the United States of the World, 
from the capital at The Hague, issued 
a proclamation of martial law, to be- 
come effective at once in all part of the 
world. 
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The edict forbade people to lea^e 
their homes,' and it was vigorously 
executed, wherever the police them- 
selves were not in a state of demoral- 
ization. 

At about .the same time a special 
meeting of the Supreme Congress wag 
called, the body to remain in session 
until some sqlution of the mystery had 
been arrived [at. 

At the same time that martial law 
was declared, however, and the special 
assemblage of lawmakers convened, a 
statement was issued in which an at- 
tempt was made to eliminate from the 
minds of thq p topic the idea that the 
undefinable (object above the metro- 
polis was at nil dangerous. 

It was, inched, suggested that it very 
probably was some sort of new device 
which had been constructed on the 
earth and which was being Introduced 
to the people of the world in a some-' 
what sensational manner by the person 
or persons who were responsible for it. 

The fears of theepopulace were, to 
som^xtent, allayed by this means, and 
some degree of order restored. 

A T mine i o’clock' Dirk Vanderpool 
was shown into the council cham- 
ber in the palace of Orlando Fragoni, 
and he was closely followed by Stan- 
ton. Fragoni was already there, and 
he greeted he two men with a coun- 
tenance th< t was serene but that, 
nevertheless, revealed indications of 
concern. He was a man past middle 
age, tall and strikingly handsome 'in 
appearance. His eyes were' dark and 
penetrating and his fbrehead, high and 
wide, was ci owned by an abundance of 
snow-white hair. His voice, while 
•pleasing to die ear, was vibrant with 
life and ens fgy, and he spoke, with the 
incisive dir ctnqss of one accustomed 
to command. i t 

For Orlando Fragoni, as nearly as 
any one man might be, was the ruler 
of the worlc 1. 

It was in the early part of the twen- 
tieth century that wealth had com- 
menced to ( oncentrate into a relatively 



few hands. This was followed by a 
period in which vast mergers and con- 
solidations had been effected as a re- 
sult of the financial power and genius 
for organization which a few men pos- 
sessed. A confederation of the coun- 
tries of the world was brought about 
by industrial kings who had learned, in 
one devastating w^r, that militarism, 
while it might bring riches to a few, 
was, in the fjnal analysis, destructive 
and wasteful. ! 

Mankind the world over, relieved of 
the menace of; war, made more progress 
in a decade than they had made in any 
previous century, but all the time the 
invisible concentration of power and 
money continued. > 

And, in 197$, the affairs of the world, 
were controlled by five men, of whmd 
Orlando Fragoni was the moBt power- 
ful and most i important. 

K 

H IS grandfather had been a small 
/ banker,; and out of his obscure 
transactions the great House of 
Fragoni had arisen. The money power 
of the world was now controlled by 
Orlando Fragoni. Dirk Vanderpool, 
partly as a result of a vast inheritance 
and partly through his own ability and 
untiring industry, dominated the trans- 
portation facilities of tly world. Planes 
and Zeppelins, railroad equipment and 
ships, were built in his plants and 
operated by ;the many organizations 
which he controlled. 

Stanton had inherited the agricul- 
tural activities of the world and, in ad- 
dition to this, he was the sovereign fof 
distribution. '' He owned immense acre- 
ages in all of the continents; he not 
only cultivated every known Variety of 
produce, 'but also handled the sale of 
his. product's/ through his own g^ 
chains of staves. His father bad been 
one of the guat geniuses of the pre- 
ceding generation, bub Stanton, while 
inheriting the commercial empire 
which he l(ad ruled, had not inherited 
much of the | ability which had gone 
into the establishment of it. 

There were two other members of 
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that invisible council of Five, the very 
existence of which was not even sus- 
pected by the general populace of the 
world. 

Sigmund Lazarre was the world’s 
mightiest builder, and millions of great 
itructures, which were built of ma- 
terial from his own mines, were under 
his control. It was Lazarre, too, who 
owned the theaters and other amuse- 
ment centers in which millions upon 
millions of people sought relaxation 
every day. The creation and applica- 
tion of electrical power made up the 
domain of Wilhelm St^inholt, who also 
owned the factories tut made the ma- 
chinery of the v world. 

Absolute cpntrol of all of the neces- 
sities and luxuries of life, in fact, were 
in the hands of the five men, who used 
their vast power wisely and bene- 
ficently. 

Ostensibly the peopled of the world 
ruled themselves by means of a demo- 
cratic form of government. 

In reality 'their lives were directed 
by a few men whose power and wealth 
were entirely unsuspected by any but 
those who were close to them. 

T HE council room in wnich 
Fragoni had received Dirk and 
Stanton was lofty and sumptuously ap- 
pointed. 

The rugs which covered the floor 
were soft to the tread, and the walls 
and ceiling were adorned with a series 
of murals which represented the vari- 
ous heavenly constellations. 

At the far end of the chamber there 
was a staircase, and Dirk was among 
those who knew that it led up to the 
great observatory in which Fragoni 
and certain of his scientific associates 
•pent so much of their time at night. 

For men had commenced to talk 
•boot the conquest of the stars, and it 
was generally believed that it would 
not be many years more before a way 
would be found to traverse the inter- 
planetary spaces. 

“We are rather fortunate, my 
friends,” Fragoni said to his two as- 



sociates, "to have been the witnesses of 
the event that transpired last night.” 

“Fortunate I” exclaimed Stanton. 
“Then you know that the fhing is 
harmlesp?” 

A little smile lit the benign and 
^holarly countenance of Fragoni as he 
calmly regarded Stanton. 

“We know very little about it,” he 
replied after a brief pause, “and, if our 
surmises are correct, it may be very 
far 1 from harmless. It is intensely in- 
teresting, nevertheless,” he x continued, 
"because that thing, as you term it, un- 
questionably is directed by intelli- 
gence. Without the slightest doutil 
the people of the earth are about to be- 
hold a form of life from some far-away 
planet. What that form will be,” he 
added, with an almost imperceptible 
shrug of his shoulders, “it is impos- 
sible to forecast." 

"But it was s'o hot,” commenced 
Stanton, “that — ” 

"True,” agreed Fragoni, “but it also 
is large and it may be that only the 
outer shell of it was effected by fric- 
tion with the ^tmosphere that sur- 
rounds tHe earth. Nachbaren,” he con- 
tinued, “is certain that there is intelli- 
gent life within it; uid Nachbaren,” he 
added dryly, “is usually, right.” 

W HILE Fragoni had been speak- 
ing, two more men had quietly 
joined them. 

“Good morning, Lazarre,” Fragoni 
said, addressing a short, swarthy, man 
who, very apparently, was of Jewish 
extraction. 

“Qood morning,” the other replied in 
a soft and melifluous voice. "It seems,” 
he continued, with a twinkle in his 
eyes, "as jf some of my pretty build- 
ings may be toppled over soon.” 
"Maybe,” agreed Fragoni. "And 
maybe,” - he added more seriously, 
"much more than your buildings will 
be toppled over, Lazarre." 

“That vthing, then, is. . ?” ques- 

tioned the heavy-set, slow-speaking, 
blue-eyed Teuton who had come into 
the room with Lazarre. 
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"We do not know, Steinholt," ad- 
mitted Fragoni, "but our knowledge 
undoubtedly will be increased Con- 
siderably within the Mtt few hours. 

now," he said, “wP will consider 
the problem at hand." 

" — the object which has created such 
unrest is slowly rising. It is now some 
twenty-five thousand feet above Man- 
hattan. lit is — ” 

The voice from the mdiovisor at- 
tracted jthe attention of the five men, 
and, with one accord, they rushed to 
the terrpce and looked toward Man- 
hattan. | They saw the great leviathan 
high in the air for a moment, and then, 
suddenly, it seemed to vanish front 
sight. | 

“It’s gone I” exclaimed Stanton, with 
a sigh pf-relief. “It must have been 
some odd atmospheric freak, that's all.” 
They searched the skies through the 
luciscope that was on the teiTace, but 
failed to detect any trace of the 
monster. 

u ^p HAT seems to simplify mat- 
J. tars,” remarked Fragoni as they 
again walked back into the great con- 
ference room. But here, once more, 
they heard the voice from the World- 
wide Tqwer. 

“ — we are advised by 'Chicago that 
the thinlg, dull red with, heat, is hover- 
ing only a couple of thousand feet over 
the cityl Thou sa nds in the streets are 
being k: lied by the heat it is radiating 
— panic reigns, despite a rigorous en- 
forcement of martial law. The strange 
object jatst rose suddenly to a high al- 
titude^ nd disappeared — ”, 

“Ilfs janother one of those damned 
things," asserted Stanton. "That 
couldn't go a thousand miles a min- 
ute I" ! 

'"It c4n go faster than that, if I am 
not mistaken,” said Fragoni. And it 
presently appeared that he was right, | 
for in a couple of minutes the radio- > 
visor transmitted the news that it was 
over Sap Frahcisco, where it remained 
for only a few. seconds. It was not 
a minute later that word 



came from! Shanghai that it had ]rrj 
slowly over that city. Then again it 
was poised; high over Manhattan, crim- 
son with heat. t 
"Is there any possible defense 
againBt it, > Steinholt ?” Fragoni asked. 
The Teuton shook hih head with an 
air of finality. 

“None," he said, "as far as I can de- 
termine nqw. We can create and di- 
rect artificial lightning that would re- 
duce this building to a mass of pow- 
dered stone and fused metal in a frac- 
tion of a ’second. But I am certain 
that it wouldn’t leave as much as s 
scratch on! that monster up there. We 
might try the Z-Rays on it, but an in- 
telligence that could devise such a craft 
would undoubtedly have the wisdom to 
protect it against such an elementary 
menace as I rays. Even the mightiest 
explosives .that we have wouldn’t send 
a tremor through that mighty mass.” 

“TXTHY not await developments?* 
YV akked Dirk. “We do not even 
know the nature of the thing we are 
trying to pombat.” 

"It’s soljd metal,” Insisted Stanton 
tenaciously. "It’s a metal body with 
a metal brain.” 

“Don't be ridiculous,” Baid Steinholt 
“It seems quite apparent that the craft 
has come from another planet, and, if 
I am not greatly mistaken, there are 
intelligent . creatures inside ft.” 

"In any {event,” said Dirk, “it seems 
impractical to make any plans until 
we know njore about it. I Suggest that 
we empowjer Fragoni to act for the 
rest of us in this matter."- ' 

"That is Ivery agreeable to me,” said 
Steinholt. “A crisis very possibly 
may arise in which the quick judgment 
of one man may be necessary to avert 
the danger! that always is inherent ia 
delay.” 1 r 

“You hold my proxy,” Lazane said 
to Fragoni “and I assume that Stan- 
ton is agrejeable to this procedure." 

“ — the tiding is moving very slowly 
eastward in the direction of Long 
Island Sound. It is, at the same time, 



more 
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losing altitude. Its movements are be- 
ing carefully watched. As yet we see 
no cause for immediate alarm — people 
are advised to remain calm — ” 

“Yes, I am agreeable,” said Stanton 
nervously and hastily. "If there are 
things in it with which we can com- 
promise, I would suggest that we do 
not offend them.” 

"I am, then, empowefed to act for 
all of you,” said Fragoni, ignoring the 
suggestion of Stanton. 

H E rose from his chair and walked 
out on the terrace. The others 
followed after him. 

Looking westward, they saw the 
mammoth craft descending slowly in 
their direction. 

Its vast dimensions became more and 
more apparent as, spellbound, they 
watched it approach closer and closer 
to them. 

The thing in the sky was now not - 
more, than three thousand feet above 
them and only a few miles to the west- 
ward. , 

The observers on the terrace regard- 
ed it for a moment in silence as it 
drifted forward and downward. 

"It’s colossal I” Steinhold then ex- 
claimed, lost in scientific admiration of 
the mammoth craft. “Magnificent I 
Superb I” 

"But it’s coming right toward us!” 
cried Stanton. 

"What makes it move, I wonder?" 
asked Dirk. “And how in the world 
is it controlled?” 

“It surely is not of this world,” said 
Fragoni quietly. “That gigantic thing 
has come to us from somewhere out 
of the infinite and terrible depths of 
space.” 

A NOTHER minute elapsed while 
they watched it, speechless with 
wonder. 

“Do you know," Lazarre then said 
calmly, “I believe that it is going to 
land in the waters of the Sound. It 
appears so to me, anyway." 

It was nearly 'opposite them by this 



time, and not more than a thousand 
feqt above the water. A few planes 
which, very apparently, were being 
flojvn by intrepid and fearless flyers, 
were hovering close -around it. 

' Then finally it came to rest, as La- 
zarre had predicted, in the water some 
two miles off shore, and it was obscured 
by a great cloud of vapor for several 
miputea. 

“Steam,” asserted Steinnolt. “That 
trip around the world, which it made 
in a few minutes, generated consider- 
able frictlqnal heat in the shell.” 

“Come,” said Fragoni, “we’ll fly out 
and look the thing over.” 

Around the corner of the building, 
on the level of the terrace, there was 
a landing > Btage which was occupied by 
a number of" planes of various sizes. 

Dirk entered the door of a small 
twenty passenger speedster, and the 
others filed in after him. 

“Ready?" he asked, after he had seat- 
ed himself at the controls. 

“Ready I" replied Fragoni. 

The plane rose straight up into the 
air and tficn dsted gracefully out over 
the Sound. 

D IRK swooped straight down at the 
leviathan which lay bo quietly, 
on the surface of the Sound and then 
slowly circled around it. No sign of 
an aperture of any sort could.be seen 
in the draft. Then he dropped the 
plane lightly on the wdter, close to the 
metallic monster, which towered fully 
four hundred feet above-item, despite 
the fact that more than half of it was 
submerged. 

“It must be hollow," remarked Stein- 
holt, “or it wouldn’t be so far out of 
the water. In fact, it most certainly 
would sink, if it was solid.” 

At the touch of a lever which lay 
under one of Dirk’s hands the .plane 
rose straight out of the water, and he 
maneuvered it -directly ov?r the top of 
the strange enigma. Then he touched 
a button and tl^e pontoons were drawn 
up into the undercarriage of the craft. 
“Shall I make a landing on it?” he 
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asked, turning bit head and addressing Moment succeeded moment as the 
Fragoni. members of the little group rigidly and 

The latter nodded his head, and Dirk almost breathlessly awaited devclop- 
dropped the Bhip gently onto the ments. 

smooth surfai e of the monster, the Then Dirk, with an impatient ejacti- 
pneumatie gearing completely absorb- lation, stepped forward toward the 
ing the shock of the landing. yawning hole and cautiously peered 

Dirk relinquished the controls and, over the edge of it. 
opening the door of the cabin, he He stood there: for a moment, as if 
stepped out onto the rough and pitted ^transfixed, and then, with an exclama- 
subBtance of Which the leviathan was Wion of horror, retreated swiftly to 
compounded. [He stood there while the where his friendn were standing, 
others came out 'after him. 

A large area on the top of the mon- “T X THAT is It?" gasped Steinholt. 
ster was perfectly flat and, within a V V “What did you see when—” 
very few moments, Dirk discovered But the words died on his lips for, 
that it was decidedly warm. He had Bwarming swiftly over every side of 
brought the pjlane down close*' to the the well, there poCred an array of erect, 
middle of the; length of the strange piercing-eyed beings, who had all the 
craft in the belief that there, if any- characteristics of: humans. They were 
where, some indication of an entrance clad in tight-fitting attire of thin and 
might be foun l. pliant metal which, with the exception 

of their faces, shielded* them from 

T HE voice of Steinholt, tense, with head to foot. On their heads they 
suppressed excitement, appraised wore close-fitting helmets, apparently 
him that his surmise had been correct, equipped with visors which could be 
"There is a manhole of some , sort,” drawn down to cover their unprepos- 
the' electrical wizard exclaimed. “And sessing features, j 
look, it is tun ing I” Each one. of them carried a tube 

They saw, n ot far ahead of them, a which bore a striking resemblance to 
circular twelve -foot section of the deck a portable electric flashlight, 
slowly revolving, and, even as they Swiftly they advanced, in ranks of 
watched, it coi nmenced to rise slowly eight, toward DIHiland his companions 
upward as the threads with which it who, gripped with amazement, held 
was provided t irned gradually around, their positions. 

Almost invo untartyy they retreated The first line came to a halt not 
a few feet and stood there, spellbound, - more than four feet from the little 
as they stared : t the massive, revolving^ group on the deck. The other lines 
section of the deck. baited, too, and formed a great platoon. 

It continued to turn until fully ten Then a shrill whistle sounded and the 
feet of the m< bile cylinder had been formation parted in the middle, leav- 
exposed. The i the bottom of it ap- ing an open path that led backward 
peared. Even then it continued to re- to the entrance to the well, 
volve and rise < n a comparatively small A moment later the watchers saw the 
shaft which supported it and, at the regal figure of a man emerge from the, 
same time, thrt st it upward. Dirk and orifice and, after a moment’s pau&e, aij- 
his companion! kept their eyes on the vance slowly in their direction with a 
rim of the well which had been ex- stately stride. 

posed, and awsited the appearance of He was tall and muscular and blond 
something, the} knew not what. When and his attire, golden in texture, glit- 
the top of the | [teat cylinder was fully tered with sparkling gems, 
twelve feet above the deck of the craft As he approached them he raised his 
it slowly Cease* >to revolve. right hand and, inasmuch as his coun- 
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tenance was calm and benign, bis ges- 
ture appeared to be one of peace and 
good-will. 

F OLLOWING close behind him 
there was a younger man who, very 
apparently, was of the Bame lineage. 
His expression, however, was petulant 
and haughty and it contained more 
than a suggestion of rapacity and evil. 

Behind him there were others of the 
same fair type, all of them sumptupusly 
and ornately attired. 

Fragoni stepped forward, himself a 
dignified and striking figure, as the 
leader of the strange adventurers came 
forth from the lane that had been 
formed by bis immobile guard of war- 
riors. 

The two men confronted each other, 
one whose power and wealth gave him 
a dominate position on earth, and the 
other a personage from some domain 
that was remote in the abyss of space. 

Fragoni bowed and spoke a fe^r 
friendly words of Welcome and the 
stranger, to the utter amazement of 
the banker and his associates, respond- 
ed in an English that was rather pecu- 
liar in accent but that they could un- 
derstand without any difficulty. 

"From what part of the world do 
you come,” asked the astounded Fra- 
goni, “that you speak our language?” 
“We come from no part of this 
world,” replied the stranger.. “The'em- 
pire of my ruler is infinitely far away. 
But language, my friend, is not a thing 
of accident. Life grows out of the 
substance of the universe and language 
comes out of life. The speech of man- 
kind, in your state of development, 
varies but little throughout all space 
and I have heard y ( oyr English, as you 
call it, spoken among those who dwell 
in many, many worlds.” 

“And your world?” asked Steinholt 
with avid curiosity. “Tell us of the 
planet from which you come.” 

B UT Fragoni, smiling at the eager- 
ness of Steinholt, interposed with 
a kindly but arresting gesture. 



“My name is Fragoni," he said to the 
stranger, “and I would have you par- 
take of my hospitality and refresh 
yourself after your long journey. 
These,” he added, “art my friends, 
Steinholt, Vanderpool and Lazarre.” 

“I am Teuxical, vassal of his Su- 
preme- Highness, Malfero of Lqflore,” 
the other replied. “This is my son, 
Zitlan,” he continued, indicating the 
young man behind him, “and the oth- 
ers are my high captains, Anteucan, 
Orzitza and Huazibar. More of my 
officers are below together with ten 
thousand armed and armored men such 
as ypu see before you.” 

If the last part of the statement was 
intended as a threat or a warning, the 
expression on Fragoni’s face gave no 
indication that he was aware of it. 

“You carry a large crew, sir,” Fra- 
goni replied, “but we gladly will make 
provisions for all of your men. As 
for < ytuiaelf, your son, and your cap- 
tains, if you will com^with me. . . .” 
He nodded in the direction of the 
plane which rested on the great inter- 
planetary vessel and started to walk 
slowly in the direction of it. The 
leader of the skymen walked by his 
side and the other men from Lodore 
followed close after them. 

Dirk, Steinholt and Lazarre brought 
up the rear, while the soldiers remained 
ipotionless in their serried array. 

I NNUMERABLE planes were cir- 
cling overhead and hundreds of 
them had landed on the water in the 
vicinity. Dirk saw that the wanderers 
from the stars regarded them curious- 
ly as if they never before had seen air- 
craft of that particular type. 

„ When the cabin door of the plane 
was thrown open, Teuxical turned to 
one of his captains. 

“Remain- here, Anteucan, with the 
soldiers,” he commanded, “and atoait 
our return." 

Teuxical then entered the plane wit^ 
his men and Fragoni, Steinholt and La- 
zarre followed after them. Then Dirk 
took his seat at the controls. 
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“These are strange craft you use,” 
he heard Teuaical say. “I have seen 
them in only oqe of the multitude of 
other worlds on which I have set my 
feet, worlds 'finch all pay tribute to 
Malfero of Iodore. It is safer and 
swifter to ride the magnetic currents 
than it is to ride the unstable currents 
of the air.” 

Dirk caugh: the significance of the 
reference to tribute and he admired 
the clever dip! omacy of Teuaical while, 
at the same time, he wondyred if the 
earth and all nf those who dwelt upon 
it were doom* d to fall under the sway 
of sdfte rcmox and unseen despot. 

He also realized that the Lodorians 
had, in some vay, devised a craft that 
rode the great magnetic streams which 
flowed through the universe in much 
the same way that men, in ships, navi- 
gated the streams of the earth. 

He threw <n the helicopter switch 
and the plane rose swiftly into, the air, 
the myriad ether flying craft which 
were circling nearby keeping at a safe 
distance fr<np It. 

"Land on the grand terrace,” Fra- 
goni directed The flight was short 
and rapid and it was only a matter of 
seconds befor ■ Dirk brought the plane 



down on the 
had left only 
He opened 
stepped out c 
ers filed out 



iding stage which they 
, scant half-hour before. 
:d the cabin door and 
os the plane and the oth- 
ifter him. 



F RAGONI] led the way along the 
stage, walkiiig and chatting with 
Teuxical, and Dirk, following after the 
others, was the last to turn a comer 
that brought him a sweeping view of 
the magnificent terrace that fronted the 
private, apartments of the banker and 
his daughter. I 

And, whdn he did, he saw that Inga 
was standing there, superbly beautiful, 
with Stanton ja few paces behind her. 

Her lovely dyes were alive with awe 
and wonder land her slender white 
hands were crossed over her heart. 

And Dirk aaw, too, that Zitlan, son 
of Teuxical, hpd paused and was stand- 



ing quite still, with his unwavering and 
insolent eyes fixed on the girl. Re- 
sentment, and a touch of apprehension, 
agitated Dirk when he saw the expres- 
sion on the fack of the young Lodo- 
rian. 

There was admiration in that dis- 
agreeable countenance, but It was 
blended with arrogance, haughtiness 
and ill-concealed deire. 

Dirk went quickly' to Inga, standing 
between the girl and the one from 
Lodore who was staring at her so bra- 
zenly. 

"What doesyit all mean, Dirk?” she 
asked in aTow voice. "Those strange 
people, where are they from?” 

Stanton had come quickly forward 
and had joined Inga and Dirk. 

“They are from some far-off world, 
Inga,” he explained, "that we know 
nothing about as yet.” 

"But what do they want?” she per- 
sisted. "What do they intend to do? 
I saw those horrible creatures through 
the magnaacope when they came 
swarming out bf the inside of that 
thing on the water and I thought, at 
i first, that they were going to kill you 
‘ all ” 

“No, they seem to come in peace,” 
Dirk replied. "Tpuxical, their leader, 
seems to be gracious and kindly.” 

are doomed,” asserted 

VV Stanton, "unless something 
happens. They can crumble our cities 
with heat and bury us under the ruins 
of them.” 

"Keep your silence I” breathed Dirk, 
quietly but tensely. “We yy ill find' a 
way to , destroy those creatures if it 
becomes necessary.” 

"Thdt man who keeps staring at me, 
who is he?” asked Inga in a voice that 
betrayed her nervousness. 

Dirk turned and saw that Zitlan was 
still standing where he had paused and 
that he still was looking with search- 
ing eyes in the direction of the girl. 

He returned the insolent gaze of the 
young Lodorian with an impatient and 
threatening stare and the countenance 
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of Zitlan at once became stem and 
menacing. He came atriding in the 
direction of Inga, Dirk and Stanton 
and paused within a few feet of them, 
bis rapacious eyes still fixed on the 
girl 

“My lady/' he said, “your beauty 
pleases me. I have walked on many 
worlds but never before have I seen 
one as lovely as yourself. Of the spoils 
of this world, all that I crave posses- 
sion of is you. When we return to 
Lodore,” be added with an air of final-' 
ity, "I will take you with me and place 
you with my other women in the Ser- 
aglio of the Stars.” 

Dirk swiftly stepped close to Zitlan 
and the latter quickly clasped a tube 
that hung at his side, a tube of the 
sort that the soldiers had carried. 

“Your words and your manner are 
insolent,” asserted Dirk angrily, “and 
I warn you now to ceaBe making your- 
self offensive.” 

“Dog I” exclaimed Zitlan fiercely, 
leveling the metal tube, "I’ll — ” 

But the left fist of Dirk cut short 
his threat as it made a sudden impact 
with his chin, and the Lodorian went 
crashing backward into some exotic 
shrubbery with a look of surprise on 
his countenance. 

Then Dirk heard an odd hiBBing and 
crackling sound, and he felt himself 
becoming dizzy and weak. 

Darkness seemed to sweep in upon 
him; he felt that he was dropping 
swiftly through space, and then he^ost 
consciousness. 

A VAGUE and shadowy figure was 
standing close by his side and 
peering down into his face. After a 
while he realized that it was Steinholt. 

“Steinholt I” he gasped. “Why — why 
am I here — in Fragoni’s ? I must have 
had a dream — and yet. . . ." 

He furrowed his brow in thought 
and, gradually, he commenced to re- 
member what had happened. 

“It was no dream,” said the scientist 
softly. “Do you remember the trouble 
that you had with Zitlan?” 



"Yes,” replied Dirk. "I remember 
that he was insolent to Inga and that 
I lost my temper and struck him . But 
wbat happened to me? I don't recall 
that anybody hit me. I did hear sort 
of. a peculiar sound just before I start- 
ed to pass out, but — ” 

“Teuxical took a shot at you,” said 
Steinholt, “and you have been uncon- 
scious for over thirty-six hours.” 
“Took a shot at me I” exclaimed 
Dfrk. “What did he shoot me with?” 
“That is what we all would like to 
know,” said Steinholt. “He leveled 
one of those damn tubes at you and 
pressed a^button on it. There was a 
hissing sound, a flash' of light, and you 
got groggy and went out. He potted 
Zitlan, too,” continued Steinholt, "and 
he apologized for the trouble that his 
son was responsible for. Do you 
know,” he added, "I sort of like the 
old man.” 

L AZARRE, with a sympathetic 
smile on his face, entered the 
room at that moment and overheard 
the' conversation. ■ 

“Old man is right,” he ^re marked , 
with a Jittle note of awe in hirroicb. 
“Teuxical admits that he is three thou- 
sand years old and that he has at least 
two thousand more ahead of Ijim. That 
Lodore must be a queer world,” he 
commented, shaking' his grizzly head. 

“It is not so ^ueer when you take 
everything into consideration,” said 
Steinholt. “It seems quite natural 
when Teuxical explains it. Lodore, it 
seems, is something like a hundred 
thousand times as big as this minia- 
ture world we live on. It took Lodore 
infinitely longer to solidify from a gas- 
eous state than it took this world, and 
its entire evolution has been relatively 
slower than ours. Therefore, accord- 
ing to Teuxical, the people up there 
live longer and, incidentally, know in- 
finitely more than we do.” 

HAT^time is it now?” asked 
VV Dirk, after a moment of 
thought. , 
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“It is just about twelve o’clock at 
night,” Steinholt informed him. 

“Have these Lodorians made any de- 
mands yet?" Dirk asked. “Does any- 
body know what they 
or what they want?” 

“They are I liable to 
thing,” said [Lazarre, “and it looks as 
though theyl will be i able to get any- 
thing that they want. Teuxical, as I 
understand it, just gave you a slight 
shock with his death-ray device. If 
he had pulled the trigger all the way 
you would have become^just a little 
pile o.f dust that the first breeze would 
have blown away.” 

“Our own ' death- ray s are somewhat 
similar,” said Steinholt, “but they are 
not a hundredth as powerful. And 
they won’t work on the Lodorians, 
either,” he added, “because those metal 
sheaths that they wear make them im- 
mune to all Ijinds of destructive rays.” 

“TT appearjs," remarked Lazarre. mo- 

X rosely, ’as if this little world of 
ours is going to be taken for a ride. 
And it’s too jbad, considering that it's 
the only world we’ve got. There has 
been no forfnal presentation of de- 
fnands yet, fajut it seems to be sort of 
understood that the earth is going to 
become a tributary j>f Lodore. It is a 
good thing,” jhe added, “that Teuxical, 
and not Zitldn, is the boss of that out- 
fit. I don't] like the looks of that 
young fellow. He’s only twelve hun- 
dred yeirs old and he is sort 6f hot- 
blooded, I guess.” 

“I was talking with Auteucan,” said 
Steinholt, “apd he told me that the 
Lodorians usually make heavy levies 
on ; worlds which they discover and 
dominate. As soon as Teuxical returns 
to Lodore arid announces 'a new dis- 
covery a fleet of those damned monsters 
is ient out tq mop up the new planet. 
Thit Malfero, who is the emperor of 
Lodore, ^is considerable of a monarch, 
and it sdems that he has a passion for 
piljng up wealth. Gold and platinum 
are; as precious on Lodore as they are 
here and he also likes pretty stones.” 



“And what is worse,” added Stein, 
fiolt, “is his practice of enslaving en- 
tire populations and making toilers or 
warriors out of them. Those soldiers 
on the ship' are not Lodorians. Mil- 
lions of thent. were seized on some 
planet and converted into troops. It 
was a strange conversion, too,” Baid 
Steinholt, with a shudder. “Their 
brains were operated on and most of 
their faculties removed. They have no 
sense of fear, no consciences, no power 
of reasoning. They respond only to 
certain signals on a whistle and their 
only definite and active impulse is that 
of murder and destruction." 

, “There is nothing to do,” said Dirk- 
positively, “but to kill all of these in- 
terlopers, if we hope to save our world 
from being desolated.” 

T HE three men looked at each other 
in silence for a moment and then 
Dirk, somewhat weakly, rose into a 
sitting position -fn the-'ped which he 
had been occupying. 

“But how,” asked Steinholt, “can we 
kill them? We might, of course, get 
red of a few of them, but that simply 
would lead to pur destruction by those 
who were left.” 

“There musf be some way," asserted 
Dirk, “arid it is up to us to think of 
it without delay. If we let those 
Lodorians get a foothold on the world 
all will be lost.” 

“The old man seems to be reasonable 
enough,” said Lazarre. “He doesn't 
seem inclined to be destructive." 

“We must not trust him or any of 
the others,” said Dirk imperatively. 
“We must rid the earth of every one 
of them- And the sooner we strike the 
better I” 

“It had best be soon if it is to be at 
all,” said Steinholt. "Fjagoni has ar- 
ranged to have Teuxical appear before 
the Congress, and the meeting has been 
called fpr to-night when, I imagine, 
certain specific demands will be made 
upon us. We all will go to The Hague 
together on the ship of the Lodorians.* 
“And we leaye?” questioned Dirk. 



au going to do 
do almost iny- 
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“The meeting is set for ten P/ M., 
New York time," said Lazarre. “We 
will start east at abqut tour o’clock in 
the morning, I guess, because it will 
only take a minute or so to arrive at 
our destination.” 

“Is Fragoni going?” asked Dirk. 

"Naturally,” replied Lazarre. 

“And Inga?” * 

“I believe so,” Lazarre told him. 
“Fragoni was both afraid to take her 
and to leave her behind, but finally he 
decided that he wanted her with him in 
case of trouble.” 

“ A ND are they. — the Lodorians — 

£\. Btill here?” queried Dirk. 

“Yes,” responded Lazarre. “Teuxi- 
cal returned to his ship last night with 
Zitlan and his other followers, but they 
came back late this afternoon, and they 
are still here. Zitlan seemed to be all 
right this afternoon, too. They must 
have used some means of 1 bringing him 
out of the daze that he was in. We 
did everything we could to revive you, 
but none of our measures were effec- 
tive." 

“I’m all tfight now,” asserted Dirk, 
as he finished attiring himself. “I want 
to see Fragoni at once.” 

“We’ll go out on the terrace then,” 
■aid Steinholt* “They are all out 
there." , 

Dirk, with ms two companions, 
strolled out through the maze of rooms 
and corridors that led to the garden 
which hung so high above the city and 
the Sound below it. 

The first thing that Dirk saw, when 
he passed out onto the terrace, was the ^ 
white tunic of Inga, who was leaning 
against a coping and talking with 
Zitlan. 

The latter was pointing skyward and, 
very apparently, he was telling her of 
worlds which circled high among the 

stars. 

As if she were suddenly aware of his 
presence, Inga turned and saw Dirk 
and he realized, by the expression on 
her face, that she was distraught and 
nervous. She came toward him quickly. 



after a few Words to Zitlan, and the 
face of the latter darkened. There was 
hatred in his expression as he stared 
malevolently at Dirk. 

S TEINHOLT and Lazarre- passed 
along and joined Fragoni and 
Teuxical, who were the center of a 
group that had formed in another part 
of the terrace. 

’’Oh, Dirk,” said Inga, “I am so 
afraid of that frightful Zitlan. He has 
been telling me again that he is going 
to take me back to his own world with 
him and it makes me shudder to think 
of it. He is so strange and queer and 
his eyes are so terrible. He can’t be aB 
young as he looks, because he speaks 
of years like we speak of minutes. ' I 
will die if I ever find myself in that 
monster’s power I He hap been telling 
me of all the creatures he -has slain on 
the worlds on which he has landed, and 
I tell, you, Dirk, that heMs cruel and 
ruthless and horrible.” 

“He will never have you I" swore 
Dirk. “And if I hear of any more of 
his insolence, I will throw him head- 
long from this terrace.” 

"Please, Dirk,” she begged, "don’t 
do anything-^lot yet. He is utterly 
unscrupulous, DiYk. He told me that, 
even now, he is plotting against some 
Malfero who rules Lodore like a god, 
and that he is planning to seize the 
throne of the planet. He wants to make 
me the queen of that fearful world 
when he becomes king. , He. boasted 
that, if I were on the throne, millions 
of people from other worlds would be 
sacrificed in my honor in the temples 
of Lodore.” Her voice trembled and 
her eyes were terror-stricken as she 
continued. “They tear out the hearts 
of living victims,” she whispered, “and 
bum them on their high and mammoth 
pyramids.” 

R AGE took possession of Dirk and, 
casting a glance at Zitlan, he saw 
that the Lodorian was smiling in- 
solently at him. 

“I’ll kill that beast, if it’s the last 
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thing that I do I” he exclaimed to Inga. 

‘[Dirk, Dirk,” ahe implored, “don’t 
evin .look at Ifim, He is proud and im- 
petuous, and he will kill you in de- 
fiance of his own father." j 

'iWe will find some way to rid the 
world of the fcourge that has descend- 
ed [upon it/’ asserted Dirk confidently, 
“and he will jdie with the rest of that 
monstrous crew.” 

“I am goihg in, Dirk," Inga said. 
"Please," she; begged, “don't dp any- 
thing rash. If — something — should 
happen to you, I would lose all the 
hope that I have and I would, I think, 
kill myself." 

“Don’t lose hope, my dear,’ 1 said Dirk 
reassuringly. ' “I believe' that I know 
of a way to destroy the plague that 
menaces us.” | /( . 

He pressed her hand and, after she 
left him, he walked over and joined 
the other men on the terrace. Zitlan, 
coming from the terrace wall, stretched 
out in a chair not far from Dirk. 

Teuxical regarded the latter with 
a countenance that was calm and 
amicable. “I am sorry, my young 
friend," he apologized, “that I had to 
intervene between you and my son.” 
He paused a raopient and sat in silence, 
a thoughtful expression on his face. 
“Ah," he then said, “what disasters 
have arisen ont of the desire of men 
for women. In my wanderings over 
the starlit worlds, I have seen. . . .’’ He 
ceased speakihg, brooded for a mo- 
ment, and theJi shook his head 'slowly. 
“But you cannot say that I was hot 
just,” he continued, addressing Dirk. 
"I punished Zitlan for his presump- 
tion. Fragoni | tells me that the woman 
has pledged herself to you. Let her 
pledge be kept I” he exclaimed sternly, 
looking straif&t at Zitlan. 

“We are the conquerors;" asserted 
the latter boldly, "and to ue Bhould be- 
long the Bpoils of our daring I” 

“Silencel" thundered Teuxical. “My 
own son, above all others, shall be 
obedient to my commands! Or, like 
others have done, he shall die because 
of insubordination 1” 



Z ITLAN, a defiant expression oa 
his face, ceased to speak, but Dirk 
could see that he was livid with sup- 
pressed rage.', 

“As I was' saying,” Teuxical re- 
marked, turning to Fragoni, “I am get- 
ting old and long have 1 been weary 
of conquest. I have seen your world 
and it pleases me. It is a tiny and 
peaceful place, far removed from the 
strife and turbulence of the restless 
centers of the universe. So it is my 
will to leave you unscathed and return 
to Lodore for a brief time to ask of the 
mighty Mplfero the grant of this little 
provincial land. And then, with his 
permission, I will return here and rule 
it with wisdom and benevolence. 

“I will bring to you much knowledge, 
and peace will be to the people of this 
earth and peace will be to me." 

“It is well,” replied Fragoni. “No 
world, I am certain, could hope for a 
wiser and more just ruler than your- 
self, qpd our Congress Burely will re- 
ceive you with acclaim.” 

Teuxical bowed in recognition of the 
compliment, and his countenance indi- 
cated that he was gratified. 

“We will go, now, back to our ves- 
sel,” he said, addressing the other 
Lodorians. “We will; return for you 
at the appointed hour and' conduct yoti 
to our ship,” he added, speaking to 
Fragoni. 

“We will be ready,” Fragoni re- 
plied. 

Z ITLAN had arisen with the rest of 
them and Dirk, with a look of 
contempt and amusement hi his eyes, 
regarded him casually. 

“May I have the honor of conducting 
our guests^back to their ship in a 
plane?” Stanton requested of Fragoni 
The latter nodded and Stanton 
walked across the terrace in the direc- 
tion of fhe landing stage. 

Zitlan, as he followed after the 
others, passed close to Dirk and, paus- 
ing for a moment, fixed his hateful eyes 
On him. , 

“You dog,” he whispered malignant- 
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(y t “remember what I tell you I The 
time will come when I will cast you 
to the camaphlocti in the dark and icy 
cavcrof of sunless Tiganda. You will 
die," he swore, "the. death of a million 
agonies I" <■ 

For a moment Dirk felt an almost ir- 
resistible impulse to hurl himself on 
the Lodorian and slay him. 

He managed to maintain his control, 
however, and only regarded Zitlan with 
di«Hain as the latter turned and went 
on his way. 

In another moment the plane, con- 
taining Stanton and the Lojiorians, was 
high Up in the darkness. 

Dirk glanced at the great clock that 
gleamed atop of the beacon-tower on 
the Metropole Landing Field. 

The hour was close to twelve-thirty 
A.M. 

A MOMENT of silence on the ter- 
race followed the departure of 
the plane that bore the Lodorians back 
to their craft. 

For an hour Xjit clouds had been 
gathering in the sky and now a fine, 
cold rain commenced to fall. 

A peal of thunder echoed above them 
after a sharp flash of lightning _had 
streaked across the black night above 
them.' 

A servant appeared from the en- 
trance to the apartment and pressed a 
button close to the door. 

Protective plates of glass noiselessly 
enveloped the terrace, sheltering those 
upon it from the inclement weather. 

“It is well," remarked Fragoni, 
breaking the silence, “that we were 
found by a leader like Teuxical. Our 
tribute will not be unbearable, and he 
will bestow many benefits upon iis,” 
“But surely,” protested Dirk, “you 
do not intend to surrender without a 
struggle I Nothing but disaster,” he 
asserted earnestly, "will come upon the 
aar{h if you do. Teuxical may be 
honest and just but, after all, he 
neither is immortal nor all-powerful, 
Skd something may happen to him at 
any moment. And there are those like 



Zitlan who would turn the world over 
to ravage and rape, and then convert it 
into a blazing pyre, if they had their 
way. These vandals,” he insisted, 
“must be slain one and all, of, mark 
my words, our world will be laid 
waste.” 

D IRK spoke with such a sense of 
conviction that his words held 
his listeners spellbound. 

HWho is Teuxical,” he asked, “but 
the vassal of a monarch whose corsairs, 
very apparently, are carrying on, a war 
of conquest in the universe? It will 
be disastrous, I say, to place any de- 
pendence in the good will of this one 
Lodorian. If he, or any of his men, re- 
turn to that far-off planet where they 
dwell word will be carried there of the 
existence of our world. But who can 
say that Teuxical ever will return here 
again? It may be the whim of his 
ruler to refuse his Inquest, or any one 
of a thousand other events might arise 
to thwart his desire to live among us. 
No,'.’ concluded Dirk passionately, “it 
never will do to let that great engine 
of destruction rise into the skies 
again I” 

“He is right I” asserted Steinholt 
positively. “It will be far . better '.o 
annihilate these raiders, if such a thing 
can be accomplished I” 

Lazarre was rather inclined, to take 
Bides with Fragoni. 

“But how,” he demanded, “can such 
destruction be brought about? We 
know nothing of the capabilities of 
ithat monster that is lying down there 
in the— Sound. It is undoubtedly 
equipped with the deadliest of devices 
and. they all will be turned upon, us if 
we fail in an effort to destroy the thing' 
and those who have come from space 
upon it. If there was- a way to Bmite 
them suddenly, jto bring death to the 
Lodorians and to those swarming, 
r mindless, murderous minions who act 
in obedience to them, I would fa^r 
doing it. 

“But, as it is," he concluded, “it 
seems like ‘inviting disaster even to 
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think of such 
try it.” 

“It cad be 



an attempt, much less to 



done, though," assefted 
Dirk, “or there is at least a fighting 
chance of accomplishing it. The elec* 
(^trosceotan — ” He paused, and looked 
qfefationingly at Steinholt. “J*he top 
of that monster la open and. . . .” 

T HE Tel ton furrowed his brow 
and considered the proposition for 
a moment, j 

“Yea,” he Mid, noddidg hie head, “it 
might be done.” Again he ailentjy 
gave the subject his thought. “It is 
well worth trying,” he asserted with an 
air of decisioh. “But we will have to 
make haste/’ he warned, “if the thing 
is to be done] before the flight ^o The 
Hague." 

“So be it,” said Fragoni. “We will 
apply ourselves to the task at hand. I, 
too,” he con f eased, “had rather see 
these vandalt destroyed like so much , 
vermin rather thqn have them carry the 
news of the existence of this earth 
back into these strange worlds in the 
depth of space. I. will only regret the 
passing of Tepxical, who could have 
taught us muah wisdom. And now,” he 
continued bri ikly, “I will place myself 
under your orders, Dirk. You are the 
one who suggested this plan and updh 
you will fal 1 the responsibility of 
executing it. And, if it succeeds,” he 
added, “the g ory will be yours." 

“I care little for the glory,” replied 
Dirk, “but I gladly accept the duties 
and the responsibilities. These,” he 
said to Fragoni, Vare my instructions 
to you. Inasmuch as Teuxical and his 
captainB will return here at about four 
o'clock in ths morning to convey us 
back to their craft, it will be neces- 
sary to have this building emptied of 
its inhabitants by that time. Let all 
of those who Iwell here depart from it, 
a few at a time, so as not to excite 
suspicion. Inga, above all others, must 
leave and'retfeat to a place of safety. 
Then, as 'the jhour approaches for the 
arrival of the iLodorians, we will escape 
by plane from one of the rear terraces. 



They will land in search of us 
well, then they will feel the force of 
our power.” 

“I will follow your orders explicit- 
ly," promised Fragoni. “I wonder,” he 
added, “where Stanton is? He should 
be advised of what we are going to 
attempt.” 

“He will return in due^time,” replied 
Dirk. “And, if not, it will be the 
worse for him. Lamrre will remain 
here with you,” he then told Fragoni, 
“and Steinholt and I will now go about 
our part of the task at hand." 

D IRK, followed by Steinholt, hur- 
ried across the terrace and, leav- 
ing the shelter of its quartzite plates, 
sought the landing stage. 

The Tain still was falling and the 
heavens were congested with dark and 
heavy clouds. 

Dirk, selecting one of the smaller 
planes, entered the cabin and Stein- 
holt, following after him,y closed the 
door and threw on the lights. 

Swiftly they shot straight up into 
the air, Dirk ignoring all of the rules 
of flight in his haste to be under way. 
Once in the westbound lane, he 
headed his plane toward Manhattan 
and threw his rheostat wide open. In 
a few minutes they were skimming 
over the great city and past the three 
thousand foot steel tower of the 
Worldwide Broadcasting Station. 

For fifteen minutes more he kept the 
plane on a straight course and then, 
bringiiife, it to a quick stop, he let it 
drop like a plummet toward the earth. 

It landed, among many other planes 
on (he transparent,. quartzite roof of a 
vast building and, looking down into 
the interior, they could see seveisl 
rows of great dynamos. Some of them 
were turning, and the humming that 
they made could be heard plainly. 

D IRK and Steinholt ran rapidly 
across the roof until they cams 
to a superstructure, which they en- 
tered. There was a shaft inside. . Dirk 
pressed a button, add an elevates shot 
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gp and stopped at the door, which 
automatically dashed open. 

He closed it after he and his com- 
panion had entered the cage and, drop- 
ping rapidly downward, they came to 
s stop in a lighted chamber that was 
far below the surface of the ground. 

A stoop-shouldered old man greeted 
them, an expression of surprise on his 
face. 

“Gentlemen I” he exclaimed. “What 
Is-” 

“Power, Gaeblel" commanded Stein- 
holt tensely. "Power I Let every 
dynamo run its swiftest. To-night we 
have to use for the electrosceotan I” - 

“But I thought it was peace that 
those from the start desired," said the 
old electrician. “Through my radio- 
viaor I heard — ” 

“That was aent out,” explained Stein- 
holt, “to relieve the fears of the peo- 
ple and to keep them in order." 

Swiftly the distoi?cd figure of the 
old man sped to a great switchboard. 
Where he pressed button after button. 

The very ground commenced to vi- 
brate around them and the massive 
' structure seemed to be alive with 
straining power. 

Then Steinholt, going to a corner of 
the intricate board, adjusted a few 
levers, while his gnomelike companion 
watched him carefully. 

“And now, Gaeble,” the scientist said 
impressively, “these are your orders. 
At preossely the hour of four o’clock 
in the morning make one connection 
with this switch.” 

H E indicated, with a stubby finger, 
the lever to be operated. 

“Keep the circuit closed for just 
four seconds,” he added slowly, “and 
then break it. Do you understand, 
'Gaeble?” he demanded. 

"I do," replied the old man 
"Then,” continued Steinholt, “after 
yon break that connection you quickly 
will close this next circuit.: Keep ft 
closed for four seconds and then, after 
opening it for ' one second, close it 
*(aln for four seconds. Repeat the 



procedure ( twice more, Gaeble, after 
that, and Uten await my further in- 
structions. ’ Is everything dear?” he 
asked. l 

“It is, sir/'^ihe old man replied. “I 
will follow your orders implicitly." 

"There is on^ thing more,” Steinholt 
said. “Get the Worldwide Tower on 
the televisor and warn them of what is 
to happen.” 

“I will do that immediately," Gaeble 
replied. 

Dirk and Steinholt ’shot up to the 
roof again and the building over which 
they walked seemed to be quivering 
with life. 

They could see that all of the mam- 
moth dynamos beneath them were re- 
volving and the humming which they 
had heard before had changed into an 
ugly, vibrant roar. 

A GAIN they took flight and, reach- 
ing Manhattan, they continued 
north and east to the shore of Long 
Island Sound. 

Long before the old East River had 
been filled in and the space which it 
had Occupied reclaimed for building 
purposes. All indications of its former 
bed had been obliterated by mammoth 
terraced structures. 

When they reached their destination 
on the shore of the Sound p small sub- 
marine, which Dirk had ordered by 
radio, was awaiting them. 

"Submerge apd proceed up the 
"Sound," Dirk ordered the officer, “and 
take us directly under the craft of the 
Lodorians.” * , 

In a few. minutes they were skim- 
ming over the surface of the water and, 
when a sufficient depth had beeh 
gained,< the tiny boat disappeared be- 
neath the rain-rippled sea. 

Dirk sat at a port and watched the 
.aquatic 'life as it was illuniinatCd by 
the powerful aquamarine searchlights. 

Progress under the water was com- 
paratively sloWp as mankind had made 
but little progress in underwater navi- 
gation. Air liners lo^g before had al- 
most superseded travel by land and sea 
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and the abolition of warfare had swept 
all of the old navies from the ocean. 

It was more than an hou£ before the 
officer in charge of the boat announced 
that the mammoth hull of the ‘monster 
that was* lying on the Sound fraa 
visible directly above them. 

Both Dirk and Steinholt donned 
diying apparatus, and the former care- 
fully adjusted the mechanism that waB 
contained inja metallic box about two 
feejt square. 

T HEN they stepped^ up into a 
chamber in; the conning tower of 
the bqat andj after a door slipped shut 
beneath thenx water slowly commenced 
to pour into the compartment. 

When it was full a sliding door that 
was In front of them slowly opened 
and they parsed out onto the deck of 
the, underwater craft. 

Steinholt had ?>een provided with 
sothe welding apparatus and, in a few 
minutes, the [box which Dirk had Car- 
rie? was attached securely to the bot- 
tom of the craft of the Lodorians. 

They then reentered the submarine 
by reversing the process which had. 
attended their exit. Very soon they 
weyc in the cabin of the boat again. 

“If everything goes well," said 
Dirjt, “those damned Lodorians will 
nevier know what struck them." 

“I only hobe,” said Steinholt, “that 
we | don’t destroy that leviathan alto- 
gether. We might solve-the secret of 
it and then We, too, could ride out into 
tbcjheart of the universe.” 

“It is impossible to imagine what 
will happen," | Dirk replied, “until after 
we launch ouj- attack." , 



almost directly from the point at which 
they had made their landing. 

T HEN, ! having reached the east- 
bound level, he headed straight in 
the direction of the palace of Fragoni. 

Dirk cast a glance at the great city 
that lay far; beneath him. High up into 
the heavens it tossed, the fulgerant fires 
that betokened its wealth and power. 
And, down 'among those myriad lights, 
millions arid millions of people jvere 
restless under the danger that menaced 
them. It w as only a matter of mo- 
ments now I before their fate, and the 
fate of their great metropolis, would 
be decided. By . dawn they would be 
free forever, from the threat of sub- 
jugation and slavery or else they, and 
all that they had toiled and striven for, 
would be, the veriest dust of dying 
embers. 

.. And whatever befell them likewise 
would, befall the rest of the world and 
every living thing that moved upon it. 

Dirk was- high above Fragoni’s when 
he stopped; the forward ^flight of the 
plane and, dropping it rapidly through 
the misty ryight, brought up easily on 
the landing stage. The other plane* 
which had : been there when he and 
Steinholt had taken their departure 
were gone f nd Dirk felt a sense of re- 
lief when he observed this. Inga, then, 
must have departed with the other oc- 
cupants o? the colossal structure. 
Things wefe going according to the 
plan that hq had conceived. He stepped 
i out of the cabin, followed by Steinholt, 
and proceeded hastily along the terrace 
and turned |the comer into the garden. 
Then he came to an abrdpt halt be- 



Both of thf men were silent during 
the return trip of the small undersea 
craft, which ^merged at its dock a lit- 
tle before three-thirty in; the morning. 

“yTe’ll have to hurry,’’ urged Dirk 
nervously, "because we wjrf need a lit- 
tle time to make preparations after we 
get back to Fragoni’s.” 

They entered their plane and Dirk 
shot it swiftly up into the night, fol- 
lowing the red shaft of light that rose 



cause there, before him, teas Zitlan, 
with one of . the deadly ray-tubes of the 
Lodorians ip his bead. 

D IRK knew immediately that some- 
thing unexpected had happened 
and that he was in the power of one 
who not only hated him but who bad 
an unholy desire for Inga. 

He realized, too, that any show of 
resistance Would be nothing short of 
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gijcide, for he was well aware of the 
jcadlineea of the strange weapon with 
yfajch he and Steinholt were being 
nenaced by the gloating Lodorian. 

“One false move and you diet" 
^ned Zitlan. "Come forward, now, 
and join those two others over whom 
Arteucan and Huazibar are watching." 

Dirk and Steinholt promptly obeyed 
the command of Zitlan and walked 
over to where Fragoni and Lizarre 
were being guarded by two of the con- 
querors. 

The rain had ceased to fall, but the 
ikies Were dark and overcast with 
heavy clouds. There was an occasional 
flash of lightning, and thunder- rolled 
and echoed through the night. 

The terrace, however, was brightly 
illuminated and every detail of the 
accne around Him was visible to Dirk. 

He saw Stanton, on another part of 
the terrace, standing among some 
Lodoriana he had not seen before. 
Stanton, apparently, was not being 
treated as a prisoner and Dirk won- 
dered, rather vaguely, why this was. 

“What happened?" Dirk asked 
Fragoni quietly. ‘ 

“According to what I have heard,” 
the latter replied, "Zitlan murdered his 
father in a fit of rage, and has taken 
over the command of the ship. Many 
of the Lodoriana are his adherents and 
even those who do not faVor him are 
•o terrified that they will be obedient 
to his wishes." 

“And Igna?” questioned Dirk. 

“She is inside the apartment,” said 
Fragoni, a note of desperation in his 
voice. "Zitlan surprised us completely 
and he and his men had us covered be- 
fore we realized that Teuzical was not 
■wng them.” 

Z ITLAN, in the meantime, had en- 
tered the suite of Fragoni and he 
now came out, Inga walking before 

him 

She was silent and proudly erect but 
there was a pallor in her face that in- 
dicated her realization of th» danger 
that she was threatened with . 



When Dirk saw her she. gave him a 
brave smile, which he answered with a 
glance of reassurance. 

He could see the great clock in 
the M^tropole Tower, and he noticed, 
witji a feeling of grave apprehension, 
that ft was twenty minuteB to four 
o’clock. 

There were only a few minutes more 
in which to make a desperate and. ap- 
parently a hopeless effort to Bave Inga, 
his friends and himself from a catas- 
trophe which he had been instrumental 
ill contriving. 

Then Zitlan stood before him, 
haughty and arrogant, his lowering 
countenance ugly with haired. 

“So, dog," he said, “you who dared 
to defy Zitlan now stand beforeyhim 
a captive I" 

Neither- Dirk nor any one of the 
three others who were guarded with 
him replied to 'the utterance. 

“You andithat woman of yours,” con- 
tinued the Lodorian insolently, “both 
are my prisoners to do with as I please. 
Your fate,” he continued, “I already 
have planned for you and I assure you 
that it will not be as pleasurable as 
the one to which |he is destined. You 
will find that Tigana, on which you and 
those wjth you will be cast, is a world 
of terror such as you never could 
dream of. Eveh the monsters which 
crawl through the deliriums of the 
mind are not as horrible as those which 
infest the mad and haunted world of 
which I speak.” 

H E pause^a moment, a cruel Bmlle 
on. his nrce, as if he wished the 
full import of his words to sear them- 
selves into the minds of the doomed 
men. 

"But the woman,” he added, “will re- 
turn to Lodore with me and be the 
queen of all women. And soon,” he 
said savagely, “she may be queen of all 
Lodore, of the worlds which pay 
tribute to Lodore, and of other worlds 
which I will conquer and ravage. My 
father stood in way and he died at 
my own hands. So will others perish 
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who thwar| my ambition, and I will be- 
come supreme in the universe I” 

A feeline of reckless fury possessed 
Dirk as he listened tp the words of 
Zitlan and pe felt an alinoBt irresistible 
desire to (Jrive a fist Square between 
the mad, j glittering, eyes of the 
■Lodoriin. | / 

He glanced at the great clock, how- 
ever, and Ife saw that the time to act 
bad not ye^ come. At the last moment 
hp would qiake one desperate attempt 
to frustratdthe evil designs of Zitlan. 
If it failed— Well, all would be lost. 
But it was a far better thing to die re- 
sisting thej despicable Zitlan and his 
minions thpn it would be to live and 
to know that, without a struggle, he 
had abandoned to degradation the girl 
he loved. | . 

“This world of yours will - be my 
wlorld,” he heard Zitlan boaBt, "and the 
spoils from it will add to my riches. 
This one here," he continued, indicat- 
ing Stantoq, "has offered to show me 
where all of the treasures of the earth 
may be foqnd. And, as a reward, he 
will return to, Lodore with me and 
there be elejvated to a high position." 

T HAT, then, was why Stanton was 
not under guard like the rest of 
.them- s. 

“Our good, friend, Stanton,” Baid 
Lazarre, “seems to have become some- 
thing of a Judas.” 

“And let his name be forever cursed, 
like the name of Judas,” said Dirk. 

“Silence I ’ thundered the Lodorian. 
“I, Zitlan, am speaking.” He paused 
a moment. I “When IP garner up the 
treasures of this wbnd in the way of 
precious stqnes and metalj I also shall 
gatheri morb priceless loot in the way 
of women. And then, having taken all 
that I desire, I will lay waste to this 
earth so that those who survive will 
fear the name of Zitlan. and will grovel 
before him like a' god when once again 
he appears to them.” 

While Zitlan had been speaking, 
Dirk had bpen studying the opponents 
with whom he soon had to clash. 



The two Lodorians who were stand,' 
ing guard over himself and his can. 
panions were close to his left aide. 
Zitlan was directly in front of him, 
and there were seven of his minions 
clustered] behind him. 

Again Dirk glanced at the great 
dial of the clock, and he saw that it was 
seven minutes of four. 

The moment had come to act if ac- 
tion was : to prove of any avail. 

“I will—” 

But thp words of Zitlan were inter- 
rupted by Dirk, who suddenly made a 
mighty sweep with his left arm and 
knocked the deadly tubes from the 
hands ot Anteucan and Huazibar. 
Startled by the assault, they went reel- 
ing backward. At almost the mm» 
instant Dirk leaped forward and, seis- 
ing Zitlan, hurled him among those 
Lodorians who had been massed behind 
him. Then he threw himself violently 
into the jangled mass, hiB fistB driving 
in and out with deadly strength. 

O UT cjf the corner of one eye he saw 
Inga pass the melee and dart 
swiftly tb the corner of the terrace. 
Instead olf passing around to the land- 
ing stage! however, she lingered there 
and watched the combat, 

Dirk, as he fought, became conscious 
that Steiqholt and Fragoni were at his 
side, battling with him against his 
enemies. He saw, too, that Stanton had- 
retired to the far end of the terrace 
and that he was watching the'struggle 
with frightened eyes. 

“We must reach the plane and get 
away,” gapped Dirk. “In another tbs 
minutes — •’ 

He felled a Lodorian who, having 
lost his tube, was about to' grapple with 
him. He; saw S^einholt send another 
one of their opponents reeling back- 
ward. 4 

"Fragoni I” be exclaimed. “The 
planet Get in with Inga I We will 
cornel” ; 

Even as he spoke his fiats were 
flailing back and forth between each 
one of hip stacatto commands. 
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He saw beneath him a hand reaching 
toward a tube, and he kicked the in-*' 
gmment of death. It hurtled over in 
the direction of Stanton and landed 
dose to his fefet. Stanton might have 
picked it ‘up ud been in possession of 
the means of aiding his old friends or 
his new allies. But he shrunk away, 
'panic-stricken, from the thing that lay 
io close to his reach. 

A Lodorian leaped upon Dirk’s back 
in an effort to bring him to the ground, 
but he stooped swiftly forward and his 
aaaailant was catapulted over his head 
into those who were in front of him. 



H E caught a flash of the contorted 
face of Zitlan flying through the 
air, and saw him land with a crash on 
the terrace, and lie there writhing in 



pain. 

“Steinholt, Lazarre 1” he said convul- 
sively. "We’ve got to strike once 
more I And then — run I” 

He plunged into their enemies with 
every bit of energy that he had lpft, 
and saw two of them toppling* down. 
Then, like a flash, he turned to Lazarre, 
who was trying to fight off three of the 
Lodorians. Seizing one of them by the 



waist, Dirk hurled him backward and 
he disposed of another one in the same 
manner. His sheer desperation seemed 
to have given him unbounded strength 
and power, f 

Lazarre dent his third opponent 
down with a blow under the chin and 
then, with Dirk at his side, they turned 
to the assistance of Steinholt. 

With one rhad rush they crashed into 
a group of Lodorians and. sent them 
reeling away like so many nine-pins. 

“Now! To the plane!” exclaimed 
Dirk, taking to his heels across the ter- 
race. Steinholt and Lazarre followed 
after him and, turning the comer, they 
ipw that the ship was in place and that 
Fragoni was anxiously waiting by the 
door of the cabin. Inga, Dirk knew, 
already was inside and safe. He stood 
sside while Steinholt and Lazarre 
leaped in. During the momentary wait 
he taught a glimpse of the great clock. 



It was one minute to four. Dirk jump-., 
ing into the plane and switched on the 
helicopter without even waiting to 
close the cabin door. 

T HE ship shot skyward like a. 

rocket. When it reached an alti- 
tude of. thirty-five hundred feet, he 
turned it north and raced at top speed 
in that direction. 

It was miles away from the palace of' 
Fragoni in less than thirty seconds. 
Dirk then stopped the plane and held 
it poised in the air with the helicopter. 

, The skies were turgid and black and 
the massed clouds, reflecting the lights 
of the great city below them, were 
permeate^ with an ugly, feverish, red 
glow. 

From where they were (hanging in 
mid-air, the occupants of the plane 
could plainly see the sparkling palace 
of FragSni towering high up into the 
darkness of the night. 

The lights of the magnificent man- 
sion were reflected far out into the 
Sound where, looming in the golden 
ripples, lay the sinister monster from 
the terrible depths of unfathomable 
space. ' 

Dirk took a watch from his pocket 
and, after glancitfg at it, he hastily re- 
placed it. 

' "Two seconds more,” he said, 
"and — ” 

A SHARP and dazzling bolt of 
greenish fire came hurling sud- 
denly out of the west and, with a 
thunderous concussion, seemed to 
fasten itself on the crest of Fragoni’s 
palace. 

It trembled and quivered, as if en- 
dowed with some uncanny life and 
power, as it remained there against the 
darkness, throwing a weird, green tbiffe 
over the water and up into the skies. 

Blue waves of light could be seen 
pulsing and racing along the terrible 
beam and there, where it had fastened 
itself, they seemed to disappear in the 
vast and crumbling structure. 

For four seconds that destructive 
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streak of light! one end of which was 
lost back in the mists that concealed 
Manhattan, tore at the proud pile. 

And, as the stone crumbled, and the 
steelite fused under the mighty as- 
sault, an ominous roar swept through 
the night. ‘The air was so violently 
agitated that the plane, miles away, 
tossed up and jlown like a tiny boat on- 
a stormy sea. i 

Then suddenly the bolt was gone, 
but its' livid image still burned in the 
e^res of those Jwho had been watching 

Once more, jit came hur^ng out of 
the weBt and, like the fang of some 
great and deadly serpent, darted into 
the monster that lay in the waters of 
the Sound. I 

Dirk and his companions cobid see 
plainly, by the light of the bolt itself, 
that it had crashed into the well from 
which the Lodorians first had appeared, 
and that it wan beating and hammering 
its way into the very vitals of the craft. 

i 

D AZZLING, blinding fire seemed 
to pour from the aperture 
through which the bolt had passed. 
The clamor that arose was deafening. 

Then again the streak of fires was 
withdrawn, leaving the night intensely 
black until, iijt a pnoment more, it came 
thundering opt of the west again and, 
with an impact that made the land and 
the sea and (he very heavens tremble, 
hurled its way into the depths of the 
doorped leviathan. , 

Twice aga n it fell, a fiery scimitar 
out of the < arkness, and twice 1 again 
it careened a : the vitals of the stricken 
monster. 

Then, afte: ■ the assault was over, the 
ship still floated on the surface of the 
Sound and its shell, as far as Dirk and 
the others cauld judge, still was un- 
scathed. , 

"We will soon know our fate,” re- 
marked Steinholt calmly. "If that 
didn’t kill those beasts we might as 
well, give ujJ our ghosts." 

“I’ll drop fhe plane a little-lower pnd 
a little nearer to the ship," said Dirk. 



“I don’t believe that any life is surviv- 
ing in that thing.” 

"My beautiful palace is nothing but 
dust,” sighed Fragoni mournfully. 
"And all my .beautiful treasures, too.” 
“And that beautiful Zitlan,” Lazarre 
reminded hint, “and his beautiful boy 
friends, they, are all dust too, thank 
God I” 

“It was a queer fate that Stanton 
met,” suggested Dirk. “He thought 
that he woul,d save his life by r going 
over to our enemies, and, instead of 
that, he lost jt.” 

/ 

“T'hOOR Stanton,” said Steinholt 
A. "He was born that way, I sup- 
pose, and I, t or one, am ready to for- 
give and forget him. And now,” con- 
tinued the Teuton, “I hope that we 
didn't do too; much damage to that lit- 
tle boat of t hje Lodorians. If we could 
get just a little peep at the inside of 
it we might learn the secret of its con- 
trivance. And then, my friends, we 
Could do a little journeying ourselves.” 
“Have you jany theory regarding it?” 
asked Fragoni. 

“Teuxical intimated that it rode the 
magnetic currents which, of course, 
flow through; all the suns and planets 
in the universe,” replied Steinholt 
"We have been working along that line 
ourselves, of! course, and it probably 
won’t be very long anyway before we 
have the solution of interplanetary tra- 
vel.” 

"Those Lodorians would have solved 
it for us if ib hadn’t been for that arti- 
ficial lightning,” said Lazarre.) “That’s 
powerful stuff, Steinholt.” 

"Yes, with that three-thousand-foot 
Worldwide Xwyer to hurl v it from,” 
agreed Steiqholt, “we can get a fair 
range with it. If the Lodorians hadn't 
left the well of their Bhip open, though, 
the lightning wouldn't have done us 
much good.^I was afraid, too, for s 
time, that we might 'have trouble ia 
welding that automatic wireless cir- 
cuit box to tjie bottom of the ship.” 
Dirk, in the meantime, had bronght 
the plane down to within a half-mils 




VANDALS OP THE STARS 



417 



\ 

of Hie leviathan/and he was holding 
it poised there. 

“It seems to me,” he said, after scru- 
tinizing the monster for a couple of 
minutes, "that it is moving in the wa- 
ter. It is I" he exclaimed. "Steinholtl 
Look I” 

1 

O NLY a comparatively short time 
had elapsed since the last bolt of 
lightning hqd vanished back into the 
darkness. t 

“It is still rocking with the force 
of the shock that we gave it,” asserted 
.Steinholt. "Vou would be rocking, too, 
if you had been tickled by a bolt like 
that one.” 

‘.‘It. iB rising, I tell you !’’ said Dirk. 
“Tlie front end of it is slowly getting 
higher in the water I” 

‘‘You're right, Dirk,” said Fragoni, 
excitement straining his voice. "Lookl 
It just dropped back into the water I” 
Then, as they watched, the move- 
ments <5 f the leviathan became more 
and more agitated, until it was churn- 
ing up the waves around it like a 
wounded and agonized monster of the 
sea. 

Suddenly the front end tilted upward 
and the monster rose clear of the wa- 
ter. It shot straight up into the air at 
a speed so terrific that they could 
scarcely follow It. 

‘‘It's gone!” gasped Fragoni. ‘‘Those 
brainless, mindless automatons must 
have survived I” 

“No,” remarked Steinholt thought- 
fully. “I don't believe that there is 
any life left , on that thing. No one 
had closed the well when it rose, and 
it would mean death to go out into 
Space with the ship in that condition." 
✓"Then what made it go up?” demand- 
ed Lazarre. "Can the damn thing run 
itself, Steinholt?” 

"I imagine,” recalled the Teuton, 
"that our bolts killed every living thing ' 
that was^pn the craft but that, at the 
tame time, they set the mechanism of 
the monster into action. Ah,” he 
moaned, "but that is too bad. We could 
have learned much by an examination 



of th'e interiob of that liner of the air.” 

A CRY from Inga startled them and 
they, saw that she was looking 
sky ward! With terror in her eyes. 

They followed her gaze and there, 
streaking through the black eloudB, 
they- saw a long trail of white fire. 

"It’s that thing I” exclaimed Fragoni. 
“I tell you that those upon it still live 
and that they are about to wreak ven- 
geance upon us.” 

“No,” said Steinholt positively. “You 
are Wrong, Fragoni. What is happen- 
ing may be almost as disastrous, 
though,” he admitted. “That levia- 
than is in its death agonies; it is a 
metal monster gone mad, and none can 
say what will happen before it expires.” 
"The place for us,” asserted Dirk 
hurriedly, "is in the Worldwide Tower. 
“There we can keep track of what is 
transpiring and try to decide what to 
do.” 

The others agreed with him and, 
seeking the westward level of Sight, he 
sped the plane in the direction of the 
mammoth pyramid from which the 
news, of the world was broadcast. 

They reached the vast structure in a 
few minutes, a%d, after dropping the 
plane on a landing stage, they went 
into the operating, room. 

Here they learned Quickly that the 
craft of the Lodorians was doing in- 
calculable damage, and that it was 
throwing the population of the world 
into an unprecedented panic. 

It was, apparently, following an er- 
ratic, uncertain orbit that took it far 
out into space and then,. back quite 
■close 'to the surface of the earth again. 

I T had passed through the very heart 
of Chicago within a few yar^s of 
the ground, and it had dut and burned 
a swath more than a mile wide through 
the buildings of that metropolis. 

Other citieB in America had felt the 
devastating effects of its irreaisible 
and molten heat and, within a short 
time, thousands of people had/been 
slain by it. ^ 
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Time and again, from the terrace of 
the great tower, Dirk and bis compan- 
ions saw the Bkies above them light up 
as that terrible] blazing, projectile 
which, uncontrolled, went hurtling on 
its way through the night. 

For three hours it careened oil its 
mad course and hysteria reigned 
throughout the pities of the whole 
civilized world, i , 

But then a report came from a 
rocket-liner that : had left Berlin en 
route for San Francisco. ^ 

'‘Either a great- meteor s or that levia- 
than of the Lodotiana just swept down 
past ua in mid-Atlantic and plunged 
into the sea. Apparently it hat explod- 
ed. for it has thrown a great mi nimi 



D IRK and Inga leaned against one 
of the parapets that eVening on a 
gardened" terrace of his own great man. 
Sion in Manhattan.. 

■ Their little party had gone thers 
alter leaving the Worldwide Tower in 
the morning. 1 

After - resting during the day, La- 
zarre and Fragoni Were somewhere to- 
gether, discussing the plans for a new 
palace to take the place of the one 
that was destroyed so' that Zitlan and 
his minions might, die in its ruins. 

Steinholt, elsewhere, was delving 
into oceanography! and submarine en- 
gineering, in an attempt to learn 
whether or not 'it Would be feasible to 
fish for the rcmaibs of the lost- ship 



of water for miles up into the air. We 
are stopping and standing by, although 
the heat is intense and clouds of steam 
are rising from the sea.” 

As the minuteS passed by after the 
report from the yocket-ship had been 
received, the -disappearance from the 
sky of the flami lg craft from space 
seemed to confirm the belief that it 
had been swallowi d by the ocean. This 
was accepted as > certainty by eight 
o'clock .in the mo ming. 

“Ah,” sighed Steinholt, “if only it 
had crashed on and 'somewhere, If 
there only was e lough of it left for 
us to — ” 

“Enough of any damn contraption of 
that kind;" swore Lazarre fervently, “is 
altogether too much. I hope, for one, 



altogether too much. I hope, for one, 
that its fragment! are scattered so far 
that we never cai put them together 
again." J 



tff Lodore. 

“It seems like a dream, doesn't it, 
Dirk?” the girl remarked. “It is diffi- 
cult to believe that we actually have 
seen and talked with people from some 
far-away world.” i 
Together they looked up into the 
crystalline skies. Where mazes ( of shin- 
ing stars gave testimony to the count- 
less worlds whiqh were wheelmg 
around them. ’ 

“And just to think, Dirk,” Inga con- 
tinued proudly, “that it was you who 
saved this world and all of its people 
from that horrible Zitlan .and his 
horde.” 

“I saved you,” he told her gravely 
and tenderly, “and that somehow means 
more to me than saving all of this! 
world and all of the other rtoAds which 1 
are rolling through the uncharted ways 
of time and space.” 
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P a T positions. Thru our Simplified! 



- -vft positions. Thru our Simplified W 

Hpmc Study Plan we quickly qualify >T»u for a J 
.S' well-paid position. Age is no obstacle — young 

and old alike have equal chance for success. A 
common school education is all you need. 

We Put Oar Students in Touch With Positions 

We train you and put you In touch with big opportunities. All of yottr ’ 
training under the personal supervision of Clifford Lewis, who ha- been 
appointed Managing Consultant by over 300 hotels thruout tho United 
Mutes. Our students employed by leading hotels everywhere. 

Mend today for Free Book. - “Your Big Opportunity," explaining our 
Money Back Agreement and showing how we can train you for one of 
these splendid positions. 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING 8CH00LS 
Room CD-8101 Clifford Lewis. President Washington, D. C. 

The Original and Only School of ita Kind in the World 



S Bend me the Pm Book, “Your Big 

» Opportunity." without obligation. 



; Address — 
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If You Earn 
Less Than *70 
a Week-Write 
Me Today! 






^rrr-H 



MONIV MAKING TOOLS COUPON 



AT 

LOWEST 



AST SHIRTS 



EXERCISER 
JO CABLE 



j EXERCISER **— 

15 CABLE tAOO 

EXERCISER 

20 CABLE |OM 

EXERCISER 03 

SEND NO MONET 

Simply All in tho coupon below and maQ ii to 
the *ddrr«s glvwi. naming the exerciser you not 
sent to jou. We will mail you the exerdaw iU 
you can pay the postman plus a tew cents poua 
on arrlral. Get coins on the road to haakk, 
at react h and success today. Fill it In now! 



According to a recent article by tba 
president of the world'! largest motor 
research corporation, there la enough 
energy in a gallon of gasoline if con- 
verted 100 <r. In mechanical energy to 
gun a four cylinder car 490 miles. 

NEW GAS SAVING 
INVENTION ASTONISHES 
CAR OWNERS 

A marreloue device, already Installed 
on thousands of cars, baa accomplish- 
ed wonders in utilising a portion of 
this waste energy and is producing 
tnlleege tests that seem unbelievable. 
Not only doee it save gasoline. 



FREE SAMPLE «a $100 a Week 

To obtain national distribution quickly, mao are tateg 
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A RAILWAY 

TRAFFIC INSPECTOR 
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AVIATION 

Information 



Tim* counts to applying for patents. Don't risk 0*1*7 ts 
protect Ins your Ideas. Send sketch or model for tnsmi£ 
llotu or wrlto for FREE book, "How to Obtain a Patent* 
and "Record of Inr^tUoo" form. No charge for informa- 
tion on how to proceed. Communications strictly confiden- 
tial. Prompt, careful. efficient service. Clarence A. 
O'lfricn. Registered Patent Attorney. 1877, Security Bar- 
ings and t'omm'l Rank Iiuilding (directly acroa Amt 
from Patau Office) Washington. D. C. 



Radium Is Restoriitf 
Health to Thousands 

No medicine, drugs or dieting. Just a light. ^ 
comfortable, inexpensive Radio-Active Pad. worn on tftg 
back by day and over the stomach at night. -Sold oa 
trial. You can be sure it is helping you before ym 
buy It. Over 160.000 sold on this plan. Thousands have 
written ua that hefdcd them of Neuritis. TThi uinsUm. 
High Blood Pressure,- Constipation. Nervous Prostration 
Heart. Lungs. Liver^ Kidney and Bladder trouble. <b. 
No matter what yot» have tried, or what your txmMt 
may be. try Degnen's Radio-Active Solar Pad at wm 
risk. Write today for Trial offer and descriptive Ufct* 
ture. Radium Appliance Co.. 104 Bradbury Bldg., Lm 
Angeles, Cal. 

~ * FRENCH 

LOVE DROPS 

An ench a n ti ng exotic perfume at la*- 
alstlblo charm, niinyin g for teun Dke 
lovers loath to part, lost a as 
drops are enough. Full ttu Ms 
We. prepaid pr 11.39 c. 0. D. *■ 

r postage. Directions wlih every ocdK. 

FREE- 1 full mxs botUe If m 
order 2* rial*. D'ORO Ca 
Box 90. Virlck Station. New Y«t 
Dept NSG 3 
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FTTn school a, 



FREE! 

Body Chart 






I Electric Health | 
Generators 



High School 
Course in 
Two Years! 



Yon Want to Ears Big Money! 

'Androavfllutben&MonluiyoaMra pro- 

■ o ti ott . But ere you prepared for the job ahead of you? 
Do you measure up to the standard that insures success? 
For a more responsible position a fairly good education is 
necessary. To write a sensible business letter, to prepare 
estimates, to figure cost and to compute interest, you 
must have a certain amount of preparation. All this you 
must be able to do before you will earn promotion. 

Many business houses hire do men whose general know- 
ledge isnot equal to a high school course. Why? Because 
big business refuses to burden itself with men who are 
barred from promotion by the lack of elementary education. 

Can Yon Qualify for a Better Position 

We have a plan whereby you can. We can give you a com- 
plete but simplified high school course in two years, gjving 
you all the essentials that form the foundation of practi ca l 
business. It will prepare you to hold your own where 



competition is keen and exacting. Do not doubt your abili- 
ty, but make up your mind to it and you will soon have 
the requirements that will bring you success and big 



Let us show you bow to get on the road to success. 
It will not coot you a single working hour. Write today. 
It costa ypu nothing but a sump. . 

American School • ' 

Drexel Ave. and 58th St.. Chicago 



American School 

. Dept. II-3S7 Drexel Ave. and 58th St^ Ch icago 
Send me fun Information on the subject checked and how 
goo will help me win success. 

....Architect ....Business Law 

....Building Contractor ....Lawyer 

. . . .Automobile Engineer Machine Shop Practice 

. . . .Automobile Repairman V... Mechanical Kpgfaiaar , 
. . . .Civil Engineer . . . .Shop Superintendent 

....Structural Engineer ....Employment Manager 

. . . .Business Manager — Steam Engineer 

. . . .Cert. Public Accountant .... Foremansnip 

Accountant and Auditor Sanitary Engineer 

— Bookkeeper ....Surveyor (& Mapping) 

.... Draftsman and Designer . . . .Telephone Engineer 
.... Electrical Engineer . . . .Telegraph Engineer 

::::l!SrlsaS££2 m “ 

....Vocational Guidance ... .Undecided 

Name ?. 
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We start you in the shoe and 
hosiery business. Inexperienced 
workers earn Big Money yearly. 
Direct-to-Wearer plan. Just show 
Tanners Famous Line of Footwear. 

We tell how pnd where to sell. Perfect 
fit through Patented System. Collect your 
pay dally We furnish S40.00 Sample Out- 
fit of actual shoes and hosiery 83 styles. 

Send for free book “Getting Ahead'* 
and full Darticulnre. No obligation 
TANNF.RS SHOE CO. 

893 C Street, Boston. M 



CLEARS-THE-SKIN 

W« prow It to TOU JFBBB. SEND NO HONEY. 
Write today lor PROOF and toll details ol oar liberal 
prepaid PULL SIZE TRIAL PACKAGE. 
QUARANTINED F0B ALL REIN TROUBLES 
paickiy eoda Pimple a. Blackheads, Whiteheads, Coarsa 
Horn, WrioklesJ Oily Shiny 6k la, Krecklea. Chroolo 
Besoms, Stubborn Psorlsala, Scale*. Cnuta, Pualolea 
Barber* Itch. lumloir 9kln. Scabblea. aoftena and vbltcos 
Dm iklft. Jul swad aw year iib« aad addrwae. 

ANDBB a COl. 751B. Kmi St, B«iu> 18. Ckle**. 



^BI^dRRECt W 

m LP* ^ our a 

Hf ituna^h bat* oaad the Anita Mm Adlonsr 

Id Imprtrre Ihetf ai»t»*r*JKe. Hbapaa fleUi and 
V canlltri erf the nose — aartlj. valBlawl)-, while 
mu alefc. Bfwntu are laatlBf. Donors ap- 
f , V ™ / prore >4 Money hack guarantee. Gold Medal 
winner. ’ Write for 30- Day TRIAL OFFER and 
-3^ FREE feOQKLET. 

ANITA IMimun, *k* AaKa BaAdtag, thwart, M. J. 
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What's Wrong With Thl* Picture t 



This Picture 



We will tut ad onr 1107.000.00 Ihli jttt for Jhe purpoie of roaJDctlag 
free prize OfTrri la idttrilte ind expand our builneii. Thouuodi of 
Pmiooi ere going to|recclre valuable prim cr rath »'*»rdi and rempenia- 
iloni thl* fear throiMh our offcri. The tky I* ihe limit I Anyone living 
la ibe L'nlicd Hiatts [ outildc or Chicago. eiccpt employed of ibli company, 
memtxn of their families. or our prevlou* auto or flr»t prlxa winner*, or 
rot ruber i of (bclr fanllln, miy enter an aniwer lo this p utile. 



$7 ( 34« in Prizes Giveq in 
This One Offer 

fleet Bit N«V fl-Cylladtr Btdiot a4d Other Valuable Prim 




Seven Bit Nap fl-Cylladec Sedans s4d Other Valuable Prim 

Try your skill — II eotti you oothlDi. Study the picture xhgwn here, 
but look carefully. « The artUt hai purpoicly made many mUtikrL Cio 
you find* four cr men* of lh«m 7 Them mliiahm ran be fouA In tarloui 
object! In the plrtur^— Ibal’t all the hint we ran give you. If you think 
you can find four or piore raltlakei. anrwtr at once. Ju«t mirk the ml (take* 

In ptnrll on the plrtpre. or tell me whit they are In a letter or od a poll j 
card. Only four inUtake* are required for a perfect mixer. 

Anyone Who Answers This Puzzls Corrsotly Msy Receive Prizes or Csshl 

Mm, nonifn. bny.j or girl— It doein't mails’ who or what you are. Seven of Lbe prccla who lake up UlLi offer are gulag la via 

wonderful au loir obi It A Too ran be among them. Aninrr lodiyl Duplicate prizes awarded In cut of lies. 

AlffHHAHaflfiCAA nn tjLP PsnwiiH ■■■■■ IS00.M eiirs will be awarded In add U loo lo Brit prUa If ym 
A(mUU01UIIS300iIIQ tor rroinpinetl are prompt. If ywir aatwer li Judged to be perfect, I win lafl 

you. without delay abiui winning lbs prize*. Burry now I Addrsu your amwer to 0. W. ALOERTON, AdvallllM Kim, 

Oept. 374 OlOnUrUI 0 Mr bars SL, fchlaage, IIL 




ASTHMA 

If >jttana la slowly tearing down your h— tn» 
ud aissp la Ua po m IM o, I want ra to try Eras 
A inAtmm that sgtad ms Cram a His of (ogtnn 
and agony, after VTambing a lag, stsd Dotes. 
/■Had to balp ms. TUa tnatment p vrturm ad a 
mlraols Id my oaas. All chnhtiig and wbmdkk 
■topped and within 34 hour* I could Us ibn 
and sleep In ctgnfon all night long. It is rwUy 
ammlihlng bow quirk ly I got well and I km 
not had an stuck since, kly mattery was to 
onplaU I had oo trauble In gsUing my Uf« in- 
sured. No tnos of Ajthma wsa found. 1 will 
prom this b 7 s sworn amdarfi fran the Dfartm 
arbo ess m l n sd ms If your condition la no df- 
frrwi ' than mins bla, thl » Lmimsnt 
grfe you cmnpleu relief aa It did na If whal 
toj are taking gives you only temporary rati*, 
write ms today for a free trial dts and pof 
Ihat I waa cured of Aathma after suffsrlng S 
yean Pleaae ancldss 10c to help pay pastaga 
■nd racking. There la no other chans. Writs 
today for a fiw trial, o. W. Dsan, «74 Su 
Bldg., Benton Harbor. Mich. 




COPPER CANS 




Prices cm Urpr and sporlal i 
and Boilers by Rrnue 
CATALOG FREE 



FARMERS SUPPLY CO. 

M*B CkgstaiC MM* 

4 PUUdsifhU, Pa. 
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Clears the Skin 

flpf.Tonc It ■ penetrating, purifying lotion, 
gaed at "Igfct with astounding success to clear 
£§ Si of pimples, blotches, black-heads and 
i&er annoying, unslghdy skin irritations due 
to external causes. Many thousands |n the 
12 yean have found relief by the use of 
Ckar-Tone. “Complexion Tragedies with 
Ifeppy Endings”, filled with facts supplied by 
Qetr-Tone users sent Free on request. Clear- 
Tone can be had at your druggist— or direct 
ion us. GIVENS CHEMICAL CO., 2557 
gootfawest Boulevard, Kansas City, Mo. 



SEND FOR 
CATALOG 
TODAY , 



Skinny, flat-chested, 
cry-baby muscles 

-yet this secret made me the 

WORLD’S MOST PERFECTLY 
DEVELOPED MAN/" 



Photo token 
S* 1929 



Be A Detective 

Make Secret Investigations 

Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary. 

DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write NOW to 

CEO. N. WASHER, 2190 Broadway, New York 





W PULD you belfeve, locking nt my new photo, that I 
was once -a weakling — a poor skinny, run-down, half- 
alive "runt," always ailing, couldn't run 25 yards with- 
out puffing and wheezing, had arms and legs "like pipe stems," 
and a build, that made people feel like laughing? 



and a build that made people feel like laughing? 

That's what I was before I discovered the sc cr^ of Dynamic* 
Tension that rebuilt my body and made a neffrAman of me — 
and wpn for me the title "The World's Most Perfectly 
Developed Man." 

And now- I offer to reveal my amazing secret to you and 
give you the sclf*same methods — to rebuild YOUR body — to 
' increase YOUR measurements — to give YOU the same kind of 
big. powerful muscles — to sbow..YOU the quick, sure way lo 
double your energy and ovcrcomlrthc weak spots in your system 
that bring on constipation, frequent colds, headaches, dizzy 
spells, poor blood condition,' and even such things as timidity 
and weak will power. 

I’ve put my story, and the stories of scores of others, young 
and old, who have used my secret of Dynamic-Tension, in a 40* 
page handsomely illustrated book called ‘'Everlasting Health and 
Strength." I'll send you a copy absolutely free upon receipt 
of the coupon printed below, giving me your name and address. 



If, standing before your mirror, stripped to your birthday 
suit, you can't honestly say "YES" to the question, "Aw I 
PROUD of this bftdy of mine?" — then you can’t afford to wait 



trass s s 



another minute before writing for a free copy of my valuable 
book. With the book I'll send you a letter showing* bow frou 
don't risk a penny to become this new man — everything is at 
my expense if you don't get the results promised to you. 

Stan right now to be the NEW MAN that I promise you can 
be— don't put off — mail the coupon — I'm waiting to help you! 
CHARLES ATLAS (Dept. 93). 171 Madison Avenue. N. Y C. 



CHARLES ATLAS (Dept. 93). 171 Madison Avenue, N. Y C. 

I want the proof that your system of Dynamic -Tens ion will 
make a New Man of pie — give me i healthy, husky body and 
big muscle development. Send me your free book, "Everlasting 
Health and Strength." 



IIBCBICT C9„ 610 3d ATE.. SO., MIWIEAPOUS. iW | * 
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Heres Money 
to Pay Your 
Grocery Bills 



.gm kk GET ON 

UncUSam 

*r»^rPAYROL 



$1260 

$3400 

Men— V 
18 to 



Steady Work 
Paid 

Vacatioos 



FRANHUN IHtTmm 

/ Dept. r.m 

/ ROCHESTER. W. Y. 

/ Rmh la me, mtlrely (m it A— 
/ 32-patu book with: (H a risX 

* art pel on of the peril Ira rheeled 
O (I) Particulars telling me a mi 

£ a Oowtimail Job. 

_9 Hallway Poilal Clerk UlMOUQM 

~ Parieflee Clerk (H7Qt taES 

/ City Mall Carrier — >|'7Hl»ES 

/ Rural Mall Carrier — (ttlMteffi 

• Impaatec of CMtoaa - -<piMg| 

Nam*' — 



NOT a contest. I offer 
a brand-new car fro* to 
PTortUCrM M an M»ra 
rowan! or bonus — In ad* 
onion to tbeir large cash 
pivUt«- Mall coiuhjo for 
particular*. 



mm 



jou do i* rail on jour friends and 
our mablisbed cUMnniers and take 
carr of ihejr orders. Keep your 
present Job a»d start In spare time 
If you want to. Oar Smart, ol 
W. Virginia, retains profit* of IIS 
for SH tfiur* of apare-ttme work. 
This show* the remarkable po&*l- 
bibtia. 

Send No Money 

If you want plenty of cash to 
pay your bills— if you want a won- 
derful chance to make flu to M3 
a day— send me your name at «n t. 
1 Will giro you full details of my 
amazing new plan without cost or 



[MAIL THIS NOW! 



ALBERT MILLS. Praa.. An art can Product* Cft, 

MM Hoanaotb Are., Oiaclnaatl. Ohio. 

Send me. without Kwl or obligation. all the facts about 
year new proppsltian that offers a chance to niako ll<J to |1S 
a day. Al*o s-apLain your F1IEK Ford Offer- 



STOP Tobacco 



No human being can aoape tbo harmful fftdi oflMk^ 
Don't try in quit without aaalatance. 1**- oar almpU 
rrmrdy help you. A complete treatment coats but U** 
penny prurapily refunded If you do not ret desi red r euilta 
Our» Is a b armies* preparaiton. oarr fully «jmpomiOe<- m 
i-tmr the condition, ihat will make quilling of totnem 
and easy It esmea wlUi a money back guaiaaMn , 

Anti-Tobacco League 
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CAN YOU FIND THE 
KIT TO THIS PRIZE 
BAS OF GOLD? 

There .are 20 keys pictured below. 

To be Bare, they all look alike BUT, 
enmine them closely. 19 of them 
n exactly alike but “ONE” and 

a one is DIFFERENT FROM 

THE OTHERS. It is the key ail tnq others, sukli the nub 

to OPEN THE PADLOCK on this $3760.00 prize BER OF IT with your name and address TO M 

Uf of gold. SEE IF YOU CAN FIND IT. Hurry! AT ONCE on a post card or in a letter. Y< 

Via this $3750.00. A number of new 6-cylinder faiur. become the winner of a $2,000.00 Sd«1 

4-door sedans and cash prizes too will be given. Buick Sedan and $1750.00 cash extra, or $3750.' 

TKk offer is 9pen toall and it costs nothing to try. all in cash — without one cent of cost to you. 

*17S0;00 GASH— EXTRA FOR PROMPTNESS! 

Absolutely, I wll| pay $1750.00 cash extra to land your name and_addreaa on a post card or 

Ik first prise winner just for promptness. In the a letter and MAIIy' IT TODAY— sure. Win th 

mat of a tie for any of the- prises offered, the $3750.001 As soon as 1 get your reply. I'll tell y< 

full Amount of tha prise . tied for will how you can get this wonderful 

be awarded to each tying contestant. prize of $3750-00 cash without any 

Hurry!— write the number of the ••ONS** obligation or one penny of cost to 

key that Is different from all the others you 



THESE CLUES WILL 
HELP YOU TO FIND 
THE DIFFERENT KEY! 

1 The difference may be in the 
'size, the .shape, or even in the 
notches. So, STUDY EACH KEY 
CAREFULLY and if you fincT Ihc 
“ONE” key that is different from 
all thq others, SEND THE NUM- 
BER OF IT with your name and address TO ME 
AT ONCE on a post card or in a letter. You 
fnav, become the winner of a $2,000.00 Socclal 
Buick Sedan and $1750.00 cash extra, or $3750.0£ 
all in cash — without one cent of cost to you. 



be awarded to each tying contestant prize of $3750-00 cash without any 

Hurry!— write the number of the ••ONR** obligation or one penny of cost lo 

key that Is different from all the others you. 

r rnon ooq ko<j n n o.i.,. rn ctmat ruTf a nn it t 




RUPTURE IS 
NOT A TEAR 



Tear physician will tell you that hernia (rupture) Is a muscular 
rakatM in the abdominal wall.— l>o not be satisfied with merely 
waenx these weakened muscle*. with your condition prubably- 
pewini worse ere ry day!— Strike at the real cium of the trouble. 



n^wtakeced muscles recover their strength and elasticity. 

TV unsightly. unnatural pretrualoa disappears. and— 

m recover your vim, vigor and vitality.— your stsMutU anil 
nwn.— and you look and feet better In every way.— and your 
Mauls notice the difference.— 

no- 

Too^ teow your rupture D gone, and 

imuaaow why for almost a evaru-r of .a century numerous 
vwora statCT itnu report complete recovery and freedom 
nw^ uncomforublo mechaataal aupports. without delay fiom 

SEND NO MONEY 

AlWt of the sclent lflo self- treatment mentioned in coupon 
?"* ** available to you. whether you are young or old. 
■w or woman. It mu you MXhlng to make this test.— For 
m nod mail the coupon NOW — TODAY. 



FREE TEST COUPON 

ttseaf Laboratory., 692 Smart Bldg-, St. Lonla, Mo. 
FwS? teet supply of the remedial factor 

Orthli now «■ *u£r Ullutmwl book 00 Rupture; no charge 



V 

V I 

r 




CD E 1 !? The Confidential Reports 
a am Shah No. M Made to Bis Chiot 

And tha beet aart of It all Is this. It may open roar ayee to tha 
treat future for YOU aa a highly paid Fingerprint Expert. More 
mep are needed right row. Thi. school has taken men just like you 
and trained them for high official positions. This Is tho kind of work 
you would like. Days full of excitement. Bi* salaries. Reward.. 
IVRITV and I'll sand the Free Report*— also a wonderful 
ssA R £ illustrated book telling of the future awaiting 
you aa a Finger Print Expert. 

Institute of Applied Science 
IttO lonayilde Atk, D^ilS4S Chlegg^ IU. 
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Sepd for jny 
Big New 
Book 



'yMudcula^&a/e&jjMen^ 



Dear Sir: Please send me, absolutely FREE an-l 

without any obligation on my part whatever, a coj<\ 
>1 >qur latest book, ’ Muscular Development 



■ ■ ; State .... 

V\ta»* icntc or print plainly. 



*4 pages and--* « 

IT 18 FREES 

It contain* forty-eizht fult-iugc photograph* el njw0 
‘Om# or the many prize-winning pupils I him trained ■■ 
ihe-e came to me as pitiful woakjlncs. Imploring M I* 
them. fxjwk them error now and you will nrarral R 
rr«-wni r>hv»ujue*. This will not obligate you ai aU, H 
the -slu* or your futuro healih ujd happlnws da Mt ^ I 
xml today— right now before you turn this pare. 

EARLE LIEDERMAN 

DEPT. 17N 

80S Broadway, Now Tark C| 



The Man I Pity Most 



T*y 3QR OLP JONES. No one had any use 
ML for him./ No one respected him. Across 
his face I r^ad'one harsh rord — FAILURE. 

He just lived on. A poor out inflation 
of a man, doing his sorry beet to get on in 
the world. If he* had realized ^ust one thing 
be could have made good. He might have 
beeh a brilliant success. 

There arc thousands and thousandVof men 
like Jones. They, too, could be happy, suc- 
cessful, respected ami loved. But they can’t 
seem lo realize the one big fact — that prac- 
tically everything worth while living for de- 
pends upon STRENGTH — upon live, red- 
blooded. he-man muscle. 

Everything you Ho depends upon strength. >T© 
mailer what your occupation, you need the health, 
vitality and clear thinking only big, strong, virile 
muscles can give you. When you »fc ill the 
Strength in those big muscles pulls you through. 

At the office, in the farm fields, or on the tennia 
courts, you’ll find your success generally depends 
upon your muscular development. 

Here’s a Short Cot te Strength 
and Sneeees 

“But,” you say, J ’it takes year* to build my body 
up to the point where it will equal those of athletic 
champions." It does if you go about it without any 
■ystem, but there is a scientific than cuL And that’s 
wjterc I come in. 

SO Days Is AH I Need \ 

la just 30 days I can do things with your body v 
you never thought possible. With tust a lew min- 
utes work every morning, I will add one full inch 
of real, live muscle to each of your arms, and two 
whole inches across your chest. Man? of my pupils 
have gained more than that, but I GUARANTEE 
to do at least that much for you in one short month. 

Your neck will grow shapely, your shoulders begin 
to broaden, Before you know it. you'll find people 
turning around when you pass. Women will want 
to know you. Your boss will treat you with a new 
respect. You’ll look ten years younger, and you'll 
feel like it, too. Work will be easy. As for play, 
why, you realize then that you don't know what 
play really means. 

I Strength an These Inner 

Orguu, Ten — 

But I’m sot through with you. I slant ninety days in 
all to do the job right, and then all 1 ask is that you 
stand in iront of your mirror and look yourself over. 

What a marvelous change 1 Tho^ great square shoul- 
ders! That pair ol huge, lithe arms! Those firm, 
shapely legs! Ye*, sir. They are yours, and they are 



EARLE LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder 
Author of m Mo*4U BtOdinp,** m Sd*n ss of WrmtUms.* 

“ Secret a of Strength ,” "Here’t Health," 
"Endunncf," Etc. 



tlu re to stay. You’ll be just as fit in*ide as you art get. 
too, because I work on your heart, your nva— tfl • 



your inner organs, strengthening and exercising tk» 
Yes indeed, life can give you a greater thrill inu ya 
ever dreamed. But. rememlwr, the only sure r«i ■ 
health, strength and happiness always demands acti* 



ftatUl 




OID GOLD 

changed the nation's smoking 1 



HABITS 



THE SMOKE SCREEN THAT 




... BECAUSE YOU NEEDED 
A COUGH LESS CIGARETTE 

Play the cold 'season safe. This Is 
the season when you’ll especially ap- 
preciate OLD GOLD'S freedom from 
throat-scratch.* They are gentle to 
ypur throat . . . They give you smooth- 
ness, cleanliness and wonderful flavor. 
OLD GOLD’S^Ppre, specially blended 
tobacco soothes and pleases. Let it 
tell you Ol!> GOLD’S story— pleasure 
without penalty, wonderful flavor plus 
oat-ease. Change to old gold 
tbday. For this Is old gold weather. 






X 



tobaooos make them smoother and better . . . with “not a cough in a carload” 







I do prefer 



t\0M^ 



its 



because 

Toasting removes 
dangerous irritants 

that cause 

throat irritation and 
coughing 



